

BECKET 

AND OTHER PLAYS 


* W it 
it * 



** ‘ ‘ 4 ' 

MILLAN AN© CO., tiMiTEO 
NOON • BOMBAY • CALCUTTA 
MBLffdtTRNB 

C MACMILLAN COMPASJ^Y 

W YORK • BOSTON • CHICAGO 
VTLANTA - SAN FRANCISCO 

iMl&iAN CO, of’ CAlivOA» 

TORONTO , 


Ltd, 



B E C K E T 


AND OTHER PLAYS 


ANNOTATED 

BY 

ALFRED 

LORD TENNYSON 

bv 

HALLAM, LORD TENNYSON 


RiACMILLA^I^ AND CO., LIMITB-D 
il-lt ,MA|:.'HN"S 'STREjE^. LOND^ 
19,08 



BECKET. 


PROLOGUE. 

A Castle in Normandy. Interior of the Hall. Roofs 
of a City seen tJird Windows. 

Hbwry and Bbcket at chess , 

Henry. 

So then our good Archbishop Theobald 
Lies dying. 

Seckei'. 

I am griet!!<i‘to know as much. ■ 

Henry, 

But we must have a mightier man than he 
For his suceessori 

Beckbt,, 

Have you thought of 
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Henry. 

A cleric lately poison’d his own mother, 

And being brought before the courts of the Church, 
They but degraded him. I hope they whipt him. 

I would have hang’d him. 

Becket. 

It is your move, 

Henry. 

Well—there. [Moves, 

Tlie Church in the pell-mell of Stephen’s time 
.fplath climb^^ fhb throne and almost clutch’d the 
crown; 

But by the royal customs of our rejilm 
The Church ^^^-hbMliefb'ai^.nte Of 
Like other lords amenable to law. 

I’ll have them written dOwh stod. made the law. 



I move my 




Henry. 

Andififrve, 

No man ’^thout my etcdiimunicate 
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Becket. 

Look to your king. 

Henry. 

No man without my leave shall cross the seas 
To set the Pope against me—I pray your pardon. 

Becket. 

Well—will you move ? 

Henry, 

There. 

Becket. 

Check- 

Henry. 

There then! iMoves. 

BIcket. 

Why—^ihere then, for you see my bishop 
Hath brou^t your king to a standstill. You are 
beaten* 

Henry (kicks over the hoard ). 

Why, there then—d<^ go txshop and king together. 
I loathe being beaten; had*I to triy fah<i^ 


\Mms, 


-you move so wildly* 
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Upon the game I should have beaten thee, 
iBut that was vagabond. 

Becket. 

Where,’ my liege ? With Phryhe, 
Or Lajs, or, thy Rosamund, or another ? 

ISenry. 

My Rosamj^d is no Lais, Thomas Becket; 

And yet ^e plagues me too—no fault in her-^ 

But that I fear the Queen would have her lifb. 

Becket. 

’^t h^r away, put her away, my liege! 

Put her away into a nunpqry! 

e'hbugh th'dre her to whom thou art 

bound 

Church. And wherefore should she seek 
Th6:afe of %«amund de more 

Than^that of othra:|)aramQ(Urs of diin? ? 

HEnry. 

^ost thou know I am not wedded To her? 

^^acET. 
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Henry. 

That is my secret, Thomas. 
Becket. 

State secrets should be patent to the statesman 
Who serves and loves his king, and whom the 
Loves not as statesman, but true lover and friend. 

Henry. 

Come, corhe, thou art but deacon, not yet bishop, 

No, nor archbishop, nor my confessor yet 
I would to God thou wert, for I should find 
An easy father confessor in thee. 

Beck^. 

St. Denis, that thou shouldst not. I should beat 
Thy kingship as my bishop hath beaten it, 

Henry. 

Hell t^e thy bishop then, and mj- Idngship too 1 
Come, come, I love thee and I know thee, I know thee 
A doter on wijte pheSisant-flesh at fea^s, 

A sauce-deviser for thy days of fish, 

A dish-designer, and naost amorous 
Of good old red sound liberal Gascon wine: 

Will not thyW.4y man, if thou fiat^r it?- 
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Becket. 

That.pafaite is insane whidi cannot tell 
A good dish from* a bad, new wine from old 

Henry. . 

Well, who loves wine loves wcnnan. 


Becket. 

Sold®. 

Men^e^^hod’s free^ aud women are God’s flowersj 
And when the Gascon,wine mounts to my Imad, 
The trees j^re aU^the, statelier, and thedlQwers 
Are all the fairer. 

Henry. 

thoughts, thy fancies ? 


Good dogs, my liege, well tf^^d, and easily call’d 
j^ ^om the game^ 


I Henri 

Save-for 56mo oi^^or^wice, 
f^ran down M)^igame,#id- wSrf^ dt 
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Henry. 

Nay, then, I take thee at thy word—believe thee 
The veriest Galahad of old Arthur^s hall. 

And so this Rosamund, my true heart-wife, 

Not Eleanor—she whom I love indeed 

As a woman should be loved—^Why dost thou smile 

So dolorously? 

Becket. 

My good liege, if a man 

Wastes himself among women, how should he love 
A woman, as a woman should be loved ? 

Henry. 

How shouldst thou know that nevfrhast loved one? 
Come, I would give her to ^.pire in England 
When I amuout in Normife^y or Anjou. 

My lord,. I ana your subjeot, not your-—^ 

Henry. 

Pande^ 

God*s eyes 1 I know all that—not my purveyor 
Of pleasures, but to save a Jife—^her: life; 

Ay, and the soul. ^^^jadr from hell-j|fe. 
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I have built a secret bower in England, Thomas, 

A nest in a bush. 

Becket. 

And where, my liege ? 


Henry { whispers ). 
B^iqket. 

That’s iohe^enough. 


Thine ear. 


Henry (laying paper on table). 

This chart here mark’d ‘ Her Bow&^ 


Take, keep it, friend. See, first, ^a circling wood, 
A hundred pathways rtmnlng everyway, 


And then a brool^ bryie and #t(br that 
This labyrinthine bg^^ ^ | | k ^aze in maze, ^ 
An| then knothe^^wWd|J^4n the 
A ^den and ^ositekt^ Loofc this line— 
Ibe you i#cc^t#d green*--but this 
praws t%n’ the cW to her, 


^is blood-red line ? 
Hood, her. 
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And where is she? There in her English ne 5 t? 
Henry. 

Would God were—no, here within th^ city. 

We take her from h^r secret bower in Anjou 
And pass her to her secret J^ower in England. 

She is ignorant of all but that I love her, 

Becket. 

My liege, I pray thee let irie hence: a widow 
And orphap child, whom one of thy wild barons- 

Henry. 

Ay, ay, but swear to see to her in England 


Well, well, I swear, but not tcfpieks^tnyself 


Henry. 

Whatever come between us ? 

Bldg’S. 

Wh^i3|^ould cotn®^ 


ggtwfeen VLSI Henrik 
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Henry. 

Nay—I know not, Thomas.’' 


Becket. 

What need then ? Well—^whatever come between us. 

H^y. 
f ^ 

A moment 1 thou didst help me to my throne 
In Theobald's time, and after by thy wisdom 
Hast kept it firm fi:om shaking; but now I, 

For my realm's sake, myself must be the wizard 
To rase fliat tempest which will set it trembling 
Only to base it deeper. true son 
ifOf Holy Church—caroucher to thse Gregories 
That tread the kihgsto^ll^ft^ren tinderheel^—> 

Must curb her; and Holy father, wH|e 
Thig iBarb&ssa ^Ei* from his c^ai^ 

1^. n^to my hands. 

is n^p&ne. Yet—^lest there shoidd besfiftasbes 
Aid fulminations from the side of Rom^ 

^ interdict onlSngland-^I^wifihaYd 

?;young son Henry crown'd tt#T>dng of En^®^ 
^so^the P^^.bolt ma!| J^-by England^* 
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Beqket. 

Surely too young 

Even for this shadow of a crown; and tho’ 

I love him heartily, I can spy already 
A strain of hard and headstrong in him. Say, 

The Queen should play his Kingship against thine 1 

Heney. 

I will not think so, Thomas. Who shall crown him ? 
Canterbury is'^ih^ing. 

Beceet. 

The next Canterbury. 

Henry. 

And who shall he be, my friend Thomas ? Who ? 
Becket. 

Name him; the Holy Father will confirm him.* 
Henry {lays his hand on Becket's ^it^tdder). 

Bucket. 

v »fMock me nfot. ^ am not even a mOnku 
'Thy jest—noimorA^ sleeve 

For ik archbjs^tc)#^^ 



12 


BECKET. 




Henry. 

But the arm within 

Is Becket’s, who hath beaten down my foes. 


Becket. 

A soldier's, not a spiritual arm. 

1|enry. 

I lads a spiritual sokHer, i'homas— 

A man of this world and the next to boot. 

There’s Gflbert Poliot 


HentIy. 

fieiS?too thin, too'^ia. 
^hou art the to filj. out^e Church tobe ; 
¥o^ Jfoli(U, fasts, and too much & me. 

Becklet. 


Henry. 

Roger fe^B^ger’^of Yorli^ 


rnonoauE. 
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Becket. 

Henry of Winchester ? 

Henry. 

Him who crown'd Stephen— 
King Stephen's brother 1 No; too royal for me. 

And I'll have no more Anselms. 


Becket. 

Sire, the business 

Of thy whole kingdom waits me: let me go. 


Anwer me first. 


Henry.. 


Becket. 


Then for thy barren jest 

Take thou mine answer in bare comiponplace— 
Milo episcopari 

Henry. 

Ay, but Nolo 
lArchiepmopan, my good friend, 
quite another matter. 


Becket^ 

U more awful one. 

M«ke me atchbishop l ' Why, my liege, I ktiow 
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Some three or four poor priests a thousand times 
Fitter for this grand function. Me archbishop! 
God^s favour and king’s favour might so clash 
That thou and I- That were a jest indeed! 

Henry. 

Thou ange^est me^ niam: I do not jest 

Enter Eleanor and Sir Reginald Fitzurse. 
ELEANdfii 

Over* I th^ sweet summer closes, 

reigti of tlio ro^es is done- 

Henry (to Bli^cEEtr, who is going), 

*lliou shalt not go. I have not ended with thee^ 

On taUe\ 

This Wt het^ 

bower? 

not but Becket’s: 

Tfemas. 

Eleanoiv^ 

^^ket! €fer-ay—^and these chessmen on the fl< 
king’s ctown brofieiff %ecket h^h bea^ # 

boa^i I k® 


thee : 
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Henry. 

True enough, my mind was set upon other matters. 
Eleanor. 

What matters? State matters? love matters? 

Henry. 

My love for thee, and thine for me, 

Eleanor. 

Over! the sweet summer closes, 

The reign of the roses is ddtte; 

Over and gone with the roses, ^ 

And oyer and gone with the sun. 

Here; but our sun in Aquitaine lasts longer. I 
wo^ld I were in Aquitaine again—your north chMb 
me. 

Over! the sweet summer closes, 

And never a flower at the close; 

Over and gone with the roses. 

And winter again and the snows. 

That was not the w^^J? I end^ it fii^t—^but unsym- 
metrically, preposterously, illogically, 0 ^ of passion, 
without art—like a song of the peopld Will you 
have it? Thesiast Parthian shaft of a forlorn Cupid 

fhe King^s l6ft breast^ aind all lefl-handedn^ and 
tmder-handedn^ 
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And never a ^ower the close, 

Over and g;one with the roses, 

Not over and gone with the rose. 

Ta^ue, one rose will outblossom the rest, one'^ose in a . 
how^n speak, liter my fancies, fbr I am a^Tfouh^' 
doitt, you kpow^ and won the violet at Toulouse; 

^^ice is harsh here, not in tune, a nightingale out - 
•<^ |e^n; for ifl&lage, rose or no rose, has killed 
the ^den violet 

MadaH^^g ^,(|5 ill. to scorn, wedded love. 


Eleanor. 

k of Frahcedoved me, and I dreamed 

t loved Louis of Frand^: and I loved Henry of 
®^nd, and Henry *o^S!hg!5nd dreamed that lie 
^edme; but the mar:^ge-|arland withers even wfth 
m putting on, the bright link rusts with the breath 
<#;the^3ist after-mamap kiss, the West mobn is 
ripening the the'honeymoon is 

Icoujdpfty 

feat It hr ho better ordered. 





Henry., 

" Whaiv Rhbgether? ;Leit 
^thn thyrieck i Qo^^ 


a lovely cross I what jewek^i 
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Doth it pkase you? Take it and wear it on that 
hard heart of yours—^there. \Gives it to hm, 

Henry {jputs it on\ 

On this left breast before so hard heart, 

To hide the scar left by thy Parthian dart. 

Eleanor. 

Has my simple song set you jingling ? , Nay, if I 
took and tr^slat^d that hard heart ii»to crpr Provengal 
facilities, t could so play about it with the rhyme- 


Henry. 

That the heart were lost in the rhyme and Ihe 
matter in the metre. May we not pray you, Madam, 
to spare us the hardness of your facility ? 

Eleanor* 

The wells of Castaly are not wasted upon the 
desert. We did but jest 

Henry. 

There's no jest m the brows of Herbert there* 
it, Herbert?. 


G 
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Eiiier Herbert ot Bosham* 
Herbert. 

My liege, ttie good Archbishop more. 


Henry. 

I^ace to his sdiM t. 


Herbert. 

I left hiin with peace on his face—that sweet otheBi 
i7di?l(J^^le,.f which will be reflected in the spiritual 
body amof^the> ai%els. But he longed much to 
;^>ur Grace arid the Chancellor ere he past, and =M4 
last words were a commendation of Thomas Becket 
^ your Grace as his succe^rar in the archbishoprick- 

Henry* 

H^Becket J thou rememberest outwalk ! 

^^.BECKEf. 

My heart is full W tears^—iiiave no answer. 

Henry. 

WeB, well, old men must die, or the world would 
w<^d.'Qnly.;bread the past again. Com^ 
to ;^me to-^morrow. Thou hast but to hold out 
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hand. Meanwhile the revenues are mine, A-hawk- 
ing, a-hawking! If I sit, I grow fat 

\Lm^s over the idble^ and exit 

Becket. 

He did prefer me to the dhancellorship, 

Believing I should ever aid the Church— 

But have I done it ? He commends me now 
From out his grave to this archbishoprick. 

Herbert. 

A dead man’s dying wish should be of weight 
Secret. 

His should. Come with me. Let me learn at full 
The manner of his death, and all he said. 

\Exeunt Herbert and Bi^cket. 

Eleanor. 

Fitzurse, that chart with the r^line—thou sawest it 
—^her bower. 

Fitzurse. 

Rosamund’s ? 

Eleanor. 

Ay—there lies the secret of her whereabouts, and 
tfi!^ King gave it to his Chancellor. 
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Fitzurse. 

To tWs son of a London merchant—how your Gta^ 
must hate him. 

Eleanor. 

Hate him ? as brave a soldier as Henry and a good¬ 
lier man: but thor^dost ihou love this Chancellor 
thou hast swi^ma a voluntary allegiance to him ? 

Fitzurse. 

Not for my love toward him^ but because he had tihe 
love of the King. How should a baron love a begg^ 
on hctt^eback, with the retinue of three kings behind 
him^outroyalling royalty? Besides, he holp the King 
to break down our castles, for the which I hate him^ 

EiEANOR. 

f^^^the which I honour him. Statesman not 
Churi|fean he. A great and sound policy that: I 
could embrace him fpr^it; you could not see the K.in^ 
for the kih'glikgs. 

FrifzuRSE. 

Ay, but he speaks to a noble as tho^ he were a 
churl, aim to a churl as if he were a noble. 

Ei,e^Or. 

^de of the plebPi^ I 
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Fitzurse. 

And this plebeian like to be Archbishop 1 

Eleanor. 

True, and I have an inherited loathing of these 
black sheep of the Papacy. Archbishop ? I can see 
further into a man than our hot-headed Henry, and 
if there ever come feud between Church and Crown, 
and I do not then charm this secret out of our loyal 
Thomas, I am not Eleanor. 

Fitzurse. 

Last night I followed a woman in the city here. Her 
face was veiled, but the back methought was Rpsamund 
—his paramour, thy rival. I can feel for thee. 

Eleanor. 

Thou feel for me!—paramour—rival! King Louis 
had no paramours, and I loved him none the more. 
Henry had many, and I loved him none the less—now 
neither more nor less—not at all; the cup’s empty. I 
would she were but his paramour, for men tire of their 
fancies; but I fear this one fancy hath taken root, and 
borne blossom too, alid she, whom the King loves 
indeed, is a power in the State. Rival!—ay, and whene 
the iKing passes, there may come a crash and embr# 



^ S£€Jr£T. 

merit as in Stephen’s time j and her children—canst* 
thou not that secret matter which would heat tfe 
King against thee {whisjpers Mm and he starts), 
that is safe with me as with thyself: but canst thou not 
thou art drowned in debt—thou shalt have our love* 
our silencei a.nd our gold—canst thou not—if tho^ 
Hg|t upon her^free me from her ? 

FtTZURSR 

^Weitj Madam, I have loved her itt my timfe. 
Eleanor, 

-;^o, my bear, thou hast not. My Courts of Lov«' 
guiltless of love—the fine attmcs^ 
56®ahi ifepulses, the telicacies, the subtleties. 


Fitztjrse. 

M^dam, I loved according to the main purpose an<J| ^ 
mtmt of nature. 

Eleanor 

I i . thona.^ ^uMst bug thy Cupid till 

iSbfdacfee^-^Qygl^. of this. ■ Foiled me this Eiosnw 
toMMi HigbV wh^ tnn^ 

m ^ .«v«t into tfet Ki^’s kdgiilg, tlwtg. 

at least Iwe 

^ ®|p*fet bdatan&baf#-ia»i4 timo it thy way sJiQuliJMt 
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jealous of the King, for thou in thy way didst once, 
what shall I call it, affect her thine own self. 

Fitzurse. 

Ay, but the young colt winced and whinnied and 
flung up her heels; and then the King canie.honeying 
about her, and this Becket, her father^s friend, like 
enough staved us from her. 

Eleanor. 

Us! 

Fitzurse. 

Yea, by the Blessed Virgin! There were more than 
I buzzing round the blossom—De Tracy—even that 
flint De Brito, 

Eleanor. 

Carry her off among you; run in upon her and 
devour her, one and all of you; make her as hateful 
to herself and to the King, as she is to me. 

Fitzurse. 

I and all would be glad to wreak our spite on the 
rosefaced minion of the King, and bring her to the 
level of the dust, so that the King- 

afitEAlSfOR. 

Let her eat it like the serpeht, and be driven out 
of her paradise. 



ACT 1. 


Scene I.— Becket’s House in London, Chantbt:^ 
hardy furnished, Becket tmrobing, Hekbe^^TT 
or Bosham and Servant. 

Sej^va^nt^ 

not help your lordship to your rest ? 

Becret. 

Friend, am I so much better than thyseh i 

yjbat thou shoiildst help me ? Thou art wearied out 
With this day^s work, get thee to thine own bed 

me with Herbert, friend, [Exit Servaju'T. 
'Herbert, with this—^and this. 

Herber^ 

we past 

Heart-comfort ai^,^ balsam to thy blood? 
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Becket. 

The people know their Church a tower of strength, 
A bulwark against Throne and Baronage. 

Too heavy for me, this; off with it, Herbert 1 

Herbert. 

Is it so much heavier than thy Chancellor's robe ? 
Becket. 

No; but the Chancellor's and the Archbishop’s 
Together more than mortal man can bear. 

Herbert. 

Not heavier than thine armour at Thoulouse? 
Becket. 

0 Herbert, Herbert, in my chancellorship 
I more than once have gone against the Church. 

Herbert. 

To please the King? 


;Becket. 

Ay, and the King ^f kings, 
Or justice j for it to me but just 
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Church should pay her scutage like the lords. 
But hast thou heard this cry of Gilbert Foliot 
That I am not the man to be your Primate, 

For Henry could not wprk a miracle_ 

Make an Archbishop of a soldier?^ 




Herbert. 


For Gilbert Foliot 


Ay, 

held himself the man. 


Becket. 

I the man ? My mother, ere she bore me, 

Dream-d that twelve stars feU glittering out of heaven 
into her bosom. 

Herbert. 

_ Ayi the fire, the light, 

The spint of the twelve Aposdes enter’d 
Into thy inal^g^ 




when "I was a child, 
WVirgm, mayisiorr ofmy sleep, 

^^theg^ankeysofPamafee. Dream. 
pwfheqF, th^ 


aftd.pftt^hecy feotE. 
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Becket. 

And when I was of Theobald's household, once— 
The good old man would sometimes have his jest— 
He took his mitre off,, and set it on me, 

And said, ‘ My young Archbishop—thou wouldst make 
A stately Archbishop !’ Jest or prophecy there? 

Herbert. 

Both, Thomas, both. 


Becket. 

Am I the man ? That rang 
Within my bead last night, and when I slept 
Methought I stood in Canterbury Minster, 

And spake to the Lord God, and said, ‘ O Lord, 

I have been a lover of wines, and delicate meats, 
And secular splendours, and a favourer 
Of players, and a courtier, and a feeder 
Of dogs and hawks, and apes^ and lions, and lynxes. 
Am / the man?' And the Lord answer'd me, 
<Thou art the man, and all the more the man.* 

And then I asked again, ‘ O Lord my God, 

Henry the King hath been my friend, my brother, 
And mine uplifter in thi$ world, and chosen me 
For this thy great archbisboprifck, believing 
That I should go against the Church with him. 
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-^d I shall go against him with the Church, 

And I have said no word of this to . him: 

‘ Am / the man And the Lord answer’d me, 

‘ Thou art the man, and all the more the man.’ 

And thereupon, methought, He drew toward me, 

And smote me down upon the Minster floor. 

I fell 

HERBERf. 

God make not thee, but thy foes, fall. 

Becket. 

i fell Why fall? Why did He smite me? What? 
Shafl: I faif olF-^to please the King once more? 

Not fight—somehow triaitor to the King— 

My .West and mine utmost for the Church? 


Herbert, 

Thou canst not fall that way. Let traitor be; 

For how have fdughfthme utmost for the Church, 
^om the fflroiie of thine archbishoprick ? 

And ho^ fcfedii fflflde Archbishop hadst thou told hiiibt^ 

Church, 

th^' ' 


Secret. 

^a^b^^ostrthou the Kinff 
Forced minted ; 
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Herbert, 

I do think the King 

Was potent in the election, and why not? 

Why should not Heaven have so inspired the King? 
Be comforted. Thou art the man—^be thou 
A mightier Anselm. 

Becket. 

I do believe thee, then. I am the man. 

And yet I seem appall’d—on such a sudden 
At such an eagle-height I stand and see 
The rift that runs between me and the King. 

I served our Theobald well when I Whs with him; 

I served King Henry well as Chancellor; 

I am his no more, and I must serve the Church. 
This Canterbury is only less than Rome, 

And all my doubts I fling from me like dust, 
W inn ow and scatter all scruples to the wind, 

And all the puissance of the warrior. 

And all the wisdom of the Chancellor, 

And all the heap’d experiences of life, 

I cast upon the side of, Canterbury—^ 

Our holy mother Canterbury, who sits 
with tatter’d robes. Laics aind barons, thro’ 

The random gifts of careless^klngs, have graspt 
Her livings, te^vovraons, grar^es, farms. 
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And goodly acres—^we will make her whole; 

Not one rood lost And for these Royal customwsi 
These ancient Royal customs—they are R.oyal> 

Not of the Church—and let them be aiiatbewBo 
And all that speak for them anathema. 

Herbert. 

Thomas, thou art moved too much. 

Becket. 

O Herbert, JtaSift 

I gash myself asunder from the King, 

Tho’ leaving each, a wound j mine own, a grief 
To show the scar for ever—his, a hate 
Not ever to be heard. 

Enter Rosamund de CuFFOKJ>,j!yzng/H?m Sir 
NALD Fitzurse. JDro^s her veil. 

Smckmt. 

Rosamund <le Clifibrd 1 
Ros^fMUND. 

.follow 

i^be 
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Efiter Fitotrse. 

Fitzurse. 

The Archbishop! 

Becjcet. 

Ay} what wonldst thou, Reginald? 
Fitzurse. 

Why—^why, my lord, I follow’d—follow’d one- 

Becket. 

And then what follows ? Let me follow thee. 


Fitzujise. 

It much imports me I should’know her name. 


What her ? 


Becret. 

Fitzurse. 

The woman that I follow’d hither. 


Becket. 

Perhaps it may import her all as much 
Not to be known. 

Fixzurse. 

Aa4 care I for that ? 
Come, come, my lord Archbishop \ I saw that door 
Close even the woman- 



32 


BECXTET. 


im 


Becket. 

Well? 

Fitzvrse {ma^ngfor ffu Ooor). 
Nay, let me pass, my lord, for I must know. 


Back, man I 


Beckbt. 


Fixztjrse. 

Then tell me who and what she is. 
Bbcket. 

^ thou So sure thou folfowedst anything ? 

off, for thine eyes 

Glare stupid-wild with wine/ 

.(making to tTu ioor). 

T rfvtra. a. ^ ^ Hiust and will. 

Worthy new afehW^oprfck. 


Sh^ 

’■^oreGod,yma 


Bbcket. 
r'^theei-'Whatl 
tihw ; 



ileron the skull? 
ajaa»'than thon. 
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FmuRSE. 

It well befits thy new archbishoprick 
To take the vagabond woman of the street 
Into thine arms! 

Becket. 

O drunken ribaldry! 

Out, beast! out, bear! 

Fitzurse. 

I shall remember this. 
Beck% 

Do, and begone! {Exit Fitzurse, 

{Going to the door^ sees De Tracy.] 
Tracy, .^hat dost thou here? 

De Tracy. 

My lord, I followed Reginald Fitzurse. 

Becket. 

Follow him out! 

De Tracy. 

I shall remember this 

Disbourtesy. \£xit- 

D 
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Becket. 

Do. These be those baron-brutes 
That havocked all the land in Stephen’s day. 
Rosamund de Clifford 

Re-enter Rosamund and Herbert. 

Rosamund. 

Here am I. 

BfidkET. 

Why here ? 

^ W|e gave l#iee to the, cj^rge of John of Salisbury, 
TO'pasS' thee to thy sdferet bower to-morrow. 

Wast thou not told to l|Sep thyself from sight ? 


Ross^iund. 

Poor bird of passage! so I was; but, father, 

They say that you are wise in winged things, 

And know the wi^ of ''Bar thfe bird 

From following the^fled summer—a chink—^he^s ou^ 
1 And there stofe ‘into die city a breath 
of the meadows, and it minded me 
Of the sweet woods of ^illtford, and the walks 
Where I couMi»w^^pleakrh, hnd I thought 
t mist out or die. 
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Becket. 

Or out and die. 

And what hast thou to do with this Fitzurse ? 
Rosamund. 

Nothing. He sued my hand. I shook at him. 

He found nvC once alone. Nay—nay—I cannot 
Tell you: niy father drove him and his friends, 

De Tracy and De Brito,, from our castle. 

I was but fourteen and an April then, 

I heard him swear revenge. 

BeckII. 

Why will you court it 
By self-exposure ? flutter out at night ? 

Make it so hard to save a moth from the Are ? 

Rosamund. 

I have saved many of 'eih. You catch ^em, so, 

: Softly, and fling them out to the free air. 

They bum themselves 

Becket. 

Our good John. 

MuJst speed you to your bower at once. The child 
already. 
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RoSAMtJND. 

Yes—the child—the child— 

0 rare, a whole long day of open field. 

Becket. 

Ay, but you go disguised. 

Rosamund. 

O rare ag^in K 

We’ll baffle them, I warrant. What shall it be? 
m go as"a nun. 

B]ECKET. 

Na 

Rosamund. 

What, not good enough 

Even to play at nun? 


Beckit. 

,i3?®t|Jlohn with a nun, 
rh^ Jfapi and: the^Hfw lailers at the Church 
May plaister his ekan name with scurrilous rhymed 

mt 

cowling md clouding up 
siqtilnt 

^ hi^ dbid glare ^ jiiaSce. Good night 1 good n; 
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Rosamund. 

Father, I am so tender to all hardness! 

Nay, father, first thy blessing. 

Becket. 

Wedded? 

Rosamund. 

Father! 

Becket. 

Well, well! I ask no more. Heaven bless thee! hence! 
Rosam:und. ’ 

O, holy father, when thou see^ him 
Commend me to thy friend. 

Becket. 

What friend ? 

Rosamund. 

The King. 

Becket. 

Herbert, take out a score of armed men 
To guard this bird of passage to her cage; 

And watch Fitzurse, and if he* follow thee, 

Make him thy prisoner. I am Chancellor yet. 

\Exmnt Herbert and 
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Poor soul! poor soul! 

My friend, the King!... O thou Great Seal of 
Given me by iny dear friend the King of Kngto#^ 
We long have wrought together, thou and I 
Now must I send thee as a common friend 
To tell the King, my friend, I am against him- 
We are friends no more: he will say not I. 

The worldly bond between us is dissolved. 

Not yet the love: can I be under him 
As Chancellor? as Archbishop over him ? 

Go therefore like a friend slighted by one 
That hath climb’d up to nobler company- 
Not slighted—all but moan’d for: thou must go, 

I have not dishonour’d thee—I trust I have not > 

Not mangled justice. May the hand that next 
Inherits thee be but as true to thee 
As mine hath been ! O, my dear friend, the KinK 
O brother I—I may come to raartyrdom. 

I am martyr in myself already.—Herbert ! 

.j'J Herbert 

My lord,, the town^^is quiet, sxkS the moon 

Divides the whc^e-liog str^t with light and shad®*' 

ifo :;*We have seen her haiMiK* 





some corner. 
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Some ditch, to snore away his dmnkenness 
Into the sober headache,—Nature’s moral 
Against excess. I-rCt the Great Seal be sent 
Back to the King to-morrow. 

Herbert. 

Must that be ? 

The King may rend the bearer limb from limb. 
Think on it again. 

Becket. 

Against the moral excess 
-No physical ache, but failure it may be 
Of all we aim’d at. John of Salisbury 
Hath often laid a cold hand on my heats, 

And Herbert hath rebuked me even now. 

I will be wisi and wary, not the soldier 
As Foliot swears it.—‘John, and out of breath 1 

Enttr Jqhn of Salisbury. 

Jo)UN OF Salisbury. 

Thomas, thou wast not happy taking charge 
Of this wild Rosamund to please the King, 

Nor am I happy having charge of her— 

The included 6anae has esCap^/again 
Her tower, and her Acrisius^^N^ to seek? , 
1 have been about the city. 
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Becket. 

Thoii wilt find hm ^ 

Back in her lodging. Go with her—at once - 
To-night—my men will guard you to the gates. 

Be sweet to her, she has many enemies. 

Send the Great Seal by daybreak. Both, good ni^ 

Scene IL —Sfreef in Northampton leading to the 

Eleanor^s Retaikters and B ecket’s RetaineiL 
fighting Enter Eleanor and Becket frm 
opposite streets. 


Peace, fools! 


Eleanor. 


Becket. 

Peace, friends I what idle brawl is 


Retainer of Becklet. 

They said—her Grace^s people—thou wast found- 
liars! I ;^||ie,t9^^u9te,/em--- niy lord, 

With a wan;| 9 n in’ thy l94ging—;Hell requite ^em 1 
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Retainer of Becket. 

And then they mock’d us and we fell upon ’em, 
For we would live and die for thee, my lord, 
However kings and queens may frown on thee. 

Becket to his Retainers. 

Go, go—no more of this! 

Eleanor to her Retainers. 

Away !—[Exeunt Retainers) Fitzurse- 

Becket. 

Nay, let him be. 

Eleanor. 

No, no, my Lord Archbishop, 
Tis knoN\rh you are midwinter to all women, 

But often in your chancellorship you served 
The follies of the King. 

Becket. 

No, not these follies! 
Eleanor. 

My lord, Fitztj^se beheld her ||t,your lodging. 


Whom? 
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Eleandr. 

’Well—you know-—the minion, Koui 
Becket. 

He had good eyes I 


Ejleanok. 

Then hidden in the sti 
He watch’d her pass with John of Salisbury 
And heard'her cry ‘Where is this bower of mS 

Becket, 

Good ears too! 

Eleanor. 

You are going to the Cmstie| 
Will you subscribe the customs ? 

Becicet. 

Ileawe that| 
Holy Chiir< 

BteAKTQJl. , 





C md ntliie— 
with me— 
bl\^ Church 


wich you, i^werence 

My liege, ^your coi\fectu^.t 
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But we might take your side against the customs— 
So that you grant me one slight favour. 

Becket. 

What? 

Eleanor* 

A sight of that same chart which Henry gave you 
With the red line—‘ her bower.’ 

Becket. 

And to what end ? 


Eleanor. 

TThat Church must scorn herself whose fearful Priest 
Sits winki^ig at the license of a king, 

Altho’ we grant when kings are dangerous 
The Church must play into the hands of kings; 
Look! I would move this wanton from his sight 
And take the Church’s danger on myself. 

Becket. 

Fpr which she should be duly grateful. 

,*i^ 

ELltANOR. 

,, I’rue ! 

Tho’ she binds the l^elf should see 
That kings are faithM to their tnarriage vow. 
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Becket. 

A 7 , Madam, and queens also. 

Eleanor. 

And queens also! 

What is your drift ? 

Becket. 

'•‘f 

My drift is to the Castle, 

Where I sha|i meet the Barons and my King. 

De Broc, De Tracy, De Brito, De 
Morville { passing . 

Eleanor, 

Tor ihe Castle? 

De Broc. 

Ay! 

Eleanor. 

Stir up the King, the Lords I 
Set all on fire against him I 


Be Brito. 

; Ay, good Madam! [ExeupBA 


Fok)1! 
ChmlirL'iSI 


B!^EA.]sroRi 



to thy King. 
Fraiiq^, 
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Scene III.— The Hall in Northampton Castle. 

On one side of the stage the doors of an inner Council- 
chamber^ half-ofen. A t the bottom^ the great doors 
of the Mall. Roger Archbishop of York, 
Fouot Bishop of London, Hilary of Chi¬ 
chester, Bishop of Hereford, Richard de 
Hastings {Grand Prior of Temflars)^ Philip 
DE Eleemosyna (the Topis Almoner), and 
others. De Broc, Fitzurse, De Brito, Be 
Morville, De Tracy, and other Barons 
assembled—a table before them. John of 
Oxford, President of the Council. 

Enter Becket and Herbert of Bosham. 

Becket. 

Where is the King ? 

Roger of York. 

Gone hawking on the Nene, 

BCis heart so.gaird with thine ingratitude, 

He will not see thy face till thou hast sign’d 
These ancient laws and customs of the realm. 

Thy sending back the Great; Seal madden’d him, 

He all but pluck’d the bearer’s eyes away. 

Take heed, lest he destroy thee utterly. 
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Becket. 

Then shalt thou step into my place and sign- 
Roger of York. 

Didst thou not promise Henry to obey 
These ancient laws and customs of the realm ? 

Becklex 

Saving theilpnour of my order—ay. 

Customs^ traditions,—clouds that come and go; 

The cdstoms of the Church are Peter^s rock. 

Roger of York. 

Saving thine order 1 But King Henry sware 
That, saving his King’s kingship, he would grant 
thee 

The crown itself. Saving thine order, Thomas, ^ 

Is black and white at once, and comes to nought, 

O bolster’d np with stubbornness and pride, 

deistroy the Church in fighting for it, 

And brii^ us all to sbasme ? 


BEGKETv 


When I 
Twice 



E<^er of York, 
irTheobalda^bquise^ 
MUmnies 
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Exile me from the face of Theobald. 

Now I am Canterbury and thou art York. 

Roger of York. 

And is not York the peer of Canterbury? 

Did not Great Gregory bid St. Austin here 
Found two archbishopricks, London and York? 

Becket. 

What came of that ? The first archbishop fled, 

And York lay barren for a hundred years. 

Why, by this rule, Foliot may claim the pall 
For London too. 

Foliot. 

And with good reason too, 

For London had a temple and a priest 
When Canterbury hardly bore a name. 

Becket, 

The pagan temple of a pagan Rome! 

The heathei^ priesthood of a heathen creed 1 
Thou goest beyond thyself in pe^ulancy ! 

Who made thee London ? Who^ but Canterbury ? 

John of Oxford. 

Peace, peace, my lords I these customs are ,no longer 
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As Canterbury calls them, wanderhig cloti<i®s 
But by the King’s command are written down, 
And by the King’s command I, John of Oxford, 
The President of this Council, read them. 


Becket. 

Readt 


John of Oxfoiuo {reads). 

All causes of advowsons and presentations, wheliwW 
between .laymeiteor clerics, shall be tried in the Kai# 
court.’ 


Becket. 

But that I cannot sign: for that would drag 
The cleric before the civil judgment-seat. 

And on a matter wholly spirit ual 


John OF Oxford. 

‘If any cleric be accused of felony, tliet Chiu«A 
diall not protect him; but he shall answetr to dW 
sttterotts of the King’s court to be tried therein.* 


^iSecket. 

And that 1 

^ m oh earth ? 

the W be bound 
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John of Oxford. 

‘When a bishoprick falls vacant, the King, till 
another be appointed, shall receive the revenues 
thereof.’ 

Becket. 

And that I cannot sign. Is the King’s treasury 
A fit place for the monies of the Church, 

That be the patrimony of the poor ? 

John of Oxford. 

‘ And when the vacancy is to be filled up, the King 
shall summon the chapter of that church to court, and / 
the election shall be made in the Chapel Royal, with 
the consent of our lord the King, and by the advice 
of his Government.’ 

Becket. 

And that I cannot sign : for that would make 
Our island-Church a schism from Christendom, 

And weight down all free choice beneath the throne 

Foliot. 

knd was thine own election so canonical, 

Good father? 

Becket. 

If it were not, Gilbert Foliot, 

E 
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I mean to cross the sea to France, and 
My crozier in the Holy Father’s hands. 

And bid him re-create me, Gilbert Foliot. 

Foliot. 

Nay \ by another of these customs thou 
Wilt not be suffer’d so to cross the seas 
Without the license of our lord the King- 

Becket. 

That, too, I cannot sign- 

De Broc, De Brito, De Tracy, Fit-ZU^rse, 
Morville, start up--‘a clash of sT^ords* 

Sign and obey I 


Becket. 


My loids^ is this a combat or a council ? 

Are ye ihy nia^t!^,' or my lord the King ? 

Ye make fhis'dasMng for no love o’ the out stems 



or whatever 


ye call them. 


Int that there be among you those thafehiold 
from Canterbury. ' 


De Broc. 


And mean to lcee|» 
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Lords (skouftng). 

Sign, and obey the crown! ^ 

Becket. 

The crown ? Shall I do less for Canterbury 
Than Henry for the crown ? King Stephen gave 
Many of the crown lands to those that helpt him 
So did Matilda, the King’s mother. Mark, 

When Henry came into his own again, 

Then he took back not only Stephen’s gifts, 

But his own mother’s, lest the crown should be 
Shorn of ancestral splendour. This did Heniy, 
Shall I do less for mine own Canterbury ? 

And thou, De Broc, that boldest Saltwood Castle 

De Broc. 

And mean to hold it, or- 

Becket. 

To have my life. 
De Broc. 

The King is quick to anger; if thou anger him, , 
We wait but tht King's word to strike thee dead. 
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Becket. 

Strike, and I die the death of martyrdom ; 

Strike, and ye set these customs by my death 
Ringing their own death-knell thro' all the realm 

Herbert. 

And I can tell you, lords, ye are all as like 
To lodge a fear in Thomas Beckefs heart 

As find a hare's form in a lion's cav-e. 

■ + 

John of Oxford. 

Ay, sheathe your swords, ye will displease the 
De Eroc. 

Why down then thou! but an he come to Saltwoodi 
By Go<iJ% death, thou shalt stick him like a calf I 

[Sheathing hts 


Hilary. 

0130^ good lord, I do entreat thee—sign- 

j’s honour here before his barons- 


that thou shouldst sign, and now 



j I have heard him say 
so if thou sign^ my lord, 
of an. assent. 
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Becket. 

'Twould seem too like the substance, if I^ignU “ 
Philip de Eleemosyna. 

My lord, thine ear! I have the ear of the Pope. . 
As thou hast honour for the Pope our master, 
Have pity on him, sorely prest upon 
By the fierce Emperor and his Antipope. 

Thou knowest he was forced to fly to France; 

He pray’d me to pray thee to pacify 
Thy King; for if thou go against thy King, 

Then must he likewise go against thy King, 

And then thy King might join the Antipope, 

And that would shake the Papacy as it stands. 
Besides, thy King swore to our cardinals 
He meant no harm nor damage to the Church. 
Smoothe thou his pride—thy signing is but form; 
Nay, and should harm come of it, it is the Pope 
Will be to blame—not thou. Over and over 
He told me thou shouldst pacify the King, 

Lest there be battle between Heaven and Earth, 
And Earth should get the better—for the time. 
Cannot the Pope absolve thee if thou sign ? 

Becket. 

^ Have I'the orders of the Holy Father ? 
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Philip de Eleemosyna. 

Orcfers, my ^ird—why, no; for what am I 
The secret whisper of the Holy Father. 

Thou, that hast been a statesman, couldst thpu 
Slurt thy free mind to the air? 


Becket. 

If Rome be feeble, then should I be firm. 

' Philip. 

Take it not that way—balk not the Pope’s will. 
When he hath shaken off the Emperor, 

He h^ads ^e Church against the King with thee. 


pE Hastings ( kneeling , 
Becke^^/^ jtbe oldest of the Templars j 
jhe would be mine age 
he Iwd now \ think of me as thy father I 


»y^#ther kneding- to thee, Becket. 
0 iise -thee on my salvation 
tihear no mpre o’ the customs* 


Becket. 

toii Mk?d“ wkh 
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Another Templar (kneeling. 

Father, I am the youngest of the Tempters, 

Look on me as I were thy bodily son, 

For, like a son, I lift my hands to thee. 

‘ 4 

Philip. 

Wilt thou hold out for ever, Thomas Becket ? 

Dost thou not hear ? 

Becket. 

Why—there then-^there—I sign, 
'A.nd swear to obey the customs.^ 

Foliot. 

Is it thy yrill, 

My lord Archbishop, that we too shou)d sign ? 
Becket. 

O ay, by that canonical obedience 

Thou still hast owed thy father, Gilbert Foliot. 

Foliot, 

loyally and with good faith, my lord Archbishop? 
Becket. 

0 ajf^%ith all that loyalty and good faith 
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Thou still hast shown thy primate, Gilbert Folia^^ 
[Becket draws apart with HEft ^ 
Herbert, Herbert, have I betray’d the Church? 

I’ll have the paper back—blot out my name. 

. 

ri&RBERT. 

Too late, my lord: you see they are signing ther<2?* 
Becket. 

False to myself—it is the will of God 
To break me, prove me ne^ing of myself! 

This Almoner hath tasted Henry’s gold 
The cardinals have finger’d Henry’s gold 
And Rome is venal ev’n to rottenness. 

I see it, I see it 

I am ^d' Mdier, as he said—at least 
No lea^i^^ Kterbert, till I hear from the Pope 
^4 will susp^j^ myself from all my functions. 

If fast and prayer, ffie lacerating scourge- 

Fosuot (frqm the table). 

My lord Archbishop, thou hast yet to seal. 

. Secret. 

First, Foliot, let me see what I have sign’d 

[Goes to the fad^JS^ 
What, I ^.thisth-rwhat 1 new and old fepfellfeeif I 
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Seal? If a seraph shouted from the sun, 

And bad me se^l against the rights of the Church, 

I would anathematise hiai. I will not seal 

[Exit with Hekbert. 

Enter Kino Henry. 

Henry, 

"Where’s Thomas? hath he sign’d? show me the papers I 
Sign’d and not seal’d! How’s that ? 

John of Oxford. 

He would not seal. 

And when he sign’d, his face was stormy-red— 

Shame, wrath, I know not what- He sat down there 
And dropt it in his hands, and then a .paleness, 

Like the wan twilight after sunset, crept 
Up even to the tonsure, and he groanM^ 

* False to myself 1 It is the will of God t., 

Henry. 

God’s will be what it will, the man shall seal. 

Or I will seal his doom. My burgher^s son— 

Nay, if I cannot break him as the prelate, 

I’ll crush him as the subject Send for him back 

on his throne, 

Barons and bishops of our realm of England, 

After'^^h^ nineteen winters of King StephM-^ ' 
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A reign which was no rdtgn, when none could sit 
fey his own hearth in peace; when murder common 
As nature's death, like Egypt’s plague, had fill'd 
All thkg^iwith blood; when every doorway blush’d, 
Dash'd red with that uhhallow'd passover; 

When every baron *grOuud^his blade in blood; 

The household dough was kneaded up with blood j 
The millwheel turn’d in blood; the wholesome plow 
Lay rusting in the furrow's yellow weeds. 

Till famine dwarft the race—I came, your King 1 
Nor dwelt alone, like a Sfe lord of the East, 

In mine own hall, and Sucking thro’ fools’ ears 
The flatteries of corruptidh—went abroad 
Thro’ all my counties, spied nay people’s ways; 

Yea^ heai# the dhurl against the baron—yea, 

And ; sat in^ own courts 

that had foutid a King 

Who rangM dbtifiisidilS, made the twilight day, 

'And struck a shap^ from out the vague, and law 
From lUadness. And the event—our fallows till'd. 


Much ccttin, tepe^iyd^towns, a realm again. 
So fax my course," albeit not glassy-smooth, 
Had prosper’d in' tbe main, but suddenlji?' 
Jarfdbhlhis rock. A cldSc violated' 


¥fee ot his host, and murder’d hitn. 

Bishog^1^j^,"Lohdoh, CShlchestS,' ’ Westmm$^i«-*-' 

your’tbui|^ 
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But since your canon will not let you take 

Life for a life, ye but degraded him 

Where I had bang’d him. What doth hard murder care 

For degradation ? and that made me muse, 

Being bounden by my coroiration. oath 

To do men justice. Look td it, ^our own selves! 

Say that a cleric murder’d an archbishop. 

What could ye do ? Degrade, imprison him— 

Not death for death. 

John of Oxford. 

But I, my liege, could swear. 

To death for death. 

Henry. 

And, looking thro’ my rgign, 

I found a hundred ghastly murders done 
By men, the saun and offal of the Church • 

Then, glancing thro’ the story of this realm,' 

I came on certain wholesome usages, 

Lost in desuetude, of my grandsire’s day. 

Good royal customs—had them written fair 
For John of Oxford here to read to you. 

John of Oxford. 

And I can easily swear to these as being 
The icing’s will and God’s will and justice ; yet 
I coull’iat read a part to-day, because—— 
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Fitzxtrse. 

Because nay lord of Canterbury- 

De Tracy. 

Ay, 

This lord of Canterbury—^— 

De Brito. 

As is his wont 

Too much of late whene’er your royal rights 
Are mooted in our councils-- 

Fitzurse. 

—^niade an uproar 

Henry, 

my bc^om on all this; 

If ever maa tty bonds of gratefulness— 

- I,'*'}? 

I raised him from the puddle of the gutter, J 
I madeihim porcelain from the clay of the city— 
Thought that I knew him, err^d thro’ love of him, 
Hoped, were he. diosen archbishop, Church .and< 
Crown, 

Two sisters gliding in an equal danc^, 
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The snake that sloughs comes out a snake again. 
Snake—ay, but he that lookt a fangless one, 

Issues a venomous adder. 

For he, when having dofft the Chancellor's robe_ 

Flung the Great Seal of England in my face__ 

Claim’d some of our crown lands for Canterbury_ 

My comrade, boon companion, my co-reveller, 

The master of his master, the King’s king._ 

God’s eyes! I had meant to make him all but king. 
Chancellor-Archbishop, he might well have sway’d 
All England under Henry, the young King, 

When I was hence. What did the traitor say? 

False to himself, but ten-fold false to me i 
The will of God—why, then it is ray will— 

Is he coming? " 


Messenger ( entering . 

With a crowd of worshippers, 
And holds his cross before him thro’ the crowd, 
As one that puts himself in sanctuary. 


His cross! 


Henry. 

Koger of York. 


His cross! I’ll front him, cross to cross. 

Kooer of York. 
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Henry. 

His cross ! it is the traitor that imputes 

Treachery to his KingJ 

It is not safe for me to-look upon him. 

Away^withme! 

[Goes in with his Barons to the Council i 
the door of which is left open. 

Enter holding his cross of silver before 

The Bishops come round him, 

Hereford. 

The King liriH not abide thee Avith thy cross. 
Permit me, my good to bear it for thee, 
thy chaplain. 

’’Becket. 

No; it must protect ine. 
Herbert. 

As o&e he bore the standard of the Angles, 

So now he bears the standard of the angels.' 


Fodiot.- 

I am. the Dean of the, province: let md bear it, 
Mi>ke«Bbt thy Kinga ^att^rous murderer. , , 
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Becket. 

Did not your barons draw their swords against me ? 

Enter Roger of Yori^ with his cross, 
adtmiciffg.to 

Becket. 

Wherefore dost thou presume to bear thy cross, 
Against the solemn ordinance from Rome, 

Out of thy province ? 

Roger of York. 

Why dost thou pt^ume, 
Arm^d with thy cross, to comifijpefore the King? 

If Canterbury bring his cross to court, 

Let York bear his to mate with Canterbury. 

EotiOT {seizing hold ^Becket's cross). 

Nay, nay, my lord, thou must not brave the King. 
Nay, let me have it I will have it! 


Becket. 


Foeiot. 


Away! 

\,Flinging him off. 


He fast%^t^ey say, this mitjred Hercules! 
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He fast! is that an arm of fast ? My lord, 

Hadst thou not signed, I had gone along with thee; 
But thou the shepherd hast betray'd the sheep, 

And thou art perjured, and thou wilt not seal. 

As Chancellor tiiou wast against the Church, 

Now as Archbishop goest against the King; 

For, like a fool, thou knowst no middle way. 

Ay, ay! but art thou stronger than the King? 

Strong—not in mine own self, but Heaven; true 
To either function, holding it; artd thou 
Fast, scouf^ thyself, and mortify thy flesh, 

Not spirit—thou remainest Gilbert Foliot, 

nr . 

A worldly follower of the worldly strong. 

I, bearing tbi|^ great ensign, make it clear 
Under what Prince I fight. 

Foliot. 

My lord of York, 

Let US' go in to the Council, where our bishops 
And our great lords will sit in judgment on him, 

Becket. 

Sons sit in judgment on their father I—then 
The spire of prick the 
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Her crypt among the stars. Sign ? seal ? I promised 
The King to obey these customs, not yet written. 
Saving mine order j true too, that when written 
I sign’d them—being a fool, as Koliot call’d me. 

I hold not by my signing. Get ye hence, 

Tell what I say to the King. 

[Exeunt Hereford, Foliot, and other 
Bishops. 

Roger of York. 

The Church will hate thee. 
' '' \Eicit 

Becket. 

Serve my best friend and makii^Tiim 'iriy worst foe; 
Fight for the Church, and set the Church against me 1 

Herbert. 

To be honest is to set all knaves against thee. 

Ah! Thomas, excommunicate them all I 

Hereford ( re ^ mtering ), 

I cannot brook the turmoil thou hast raised 
I would, my lord Thomas of Canterbury, 

Thou wert plain Thomas and not Canterbury, 

Or that thou wouldst deliver Canterbury 
To hands again, and be at peace. 

^ F 
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Hilary { re - enUrinx ). 

For hath not thine ambition set the t^iuircli 
This day between the hammer and the anvil 
Fealty to the King, obedience to thyself? 

flERBKRT. 

What say the bishops ? 


Hilary. 

Some have pleaded for him, 
But the King rages—most are with the King ; 

And some are reeds, that one time sway to the current, 
And to the wind another. But we hold 
Thou art forsworn; and no forsworn Archbishop 
•Shall helm the Church. We therefore place ourselves 
Under the shield and safepard of the I’ojw, 

And cite thee to appear before the Pope, 

And answer thine accusers. ... Art thou deaf .> 

Becket. 

[Clash 0 /arms. 

Hilary. 

Dost thou hear those others ? 

Becket. 

Ay! 



J30ENB III. 


BECICKT. 


67 


Roger of York (re-enferzng). 

The King’s ‘ God’s eyes 1’ come now so thick and fast, 
We fear that he may reave thee of thine own. 

Come on, come on! it is not fit for ns 
To see the proud A.rchbisbop mutilated. 

Say that he blind thee and tear out thy tongue. 

So be it He begins at top with me: 

They crucified St. 'Feter downward. 

Roger of York. 

Nay, 

But for their sake who stagger , betwixt thine 
Appeal, and Henry’s anger, yield. 

Becket. 

Hence, Satan! 
[Exit Roger of York 

Fitzurse (re-entering). 

My lord# Ae King demands three hundred marks# ^ 
Due from his castles of Berkhamstead and Eye 
thefObf wast warden. 
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Becket. 

Tell the King 

I spent thrice that in fortifying his castles. 

Be Tracy {re-entering. 

My lord, the King demands seven hundred marks, 
Lent at the siege of Thoulouse by the King. 

I led seven hundred kfiights and fought his wars. 
Be Brito { re - entering ^. 

My lord, the King demands five hundred marks, 
Advanced thee at his instance by the Jews, 

For which the King; was hound security. 

Becket. 

I 9»^ht it was a gift; I thought it was a gift. 

Leicester {follow^ by Barons and 
Bishops). 

My lord, I come unwillingly. The King 
Deia*»fa reveimes ■ 

From ^'Itenfafoamrseed*^ itbbacies ■ 

Which came into % Msds.wh«;p^l]^| 
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Becket* 

How much might that amount to, my lord Leicester ? 
Leicester. 

Some thirty—forty thousand silver marks, 

Becket. 

Are these your customs? O my good lord Leicester, 
The King and I were brothers- All I had 
I lavish’d for the glory of the King; 

I shone from him, for him, his glory, his 
Reflection: now the glory of the Church 
Hath swallow’d up the glory of the King; 

I am his no more, but hers. Grant me one day 
To ponder these demands. 

Leicester. 

Hear first thy sentence! 
The King and all his lords- 

Becket. 

Son, first hear me / 

Leicester, 

Nay, nay, canst thou, that boldest thine estates 
In fee and barony of the King, decline 
The j^Jgment of the King? 
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Becket. 

The King 1 I hold 

Nothing in fee and barony of the King. 
Whatever the Church owns—she holds it in 
Free and perpetual alms, unsubject to 
One earthly sceptre. 


tteiCESTER. 

Nay, but hear thy judgment. 
The King and all his barons-:— 

Becket. 

Judgment! Barotas l 

Who but the bridegroom darfes to judge the bride, 

Or he the bridegroom may appoint ? Not he 
That is not of the house,' but from the street 
with the mire thereof. 

I had been so true 

> Tf Hen^ and mine office that fhe King 
Would throne me in the great Archbishoprick; 

And 1," that inew inine own infirmity, 

For the King^s pleasuhe'tather lhan God's cause 

Took k upiian teo'. iove of 

Now therefore withchsm Himtseif, 

^ And the King too. 
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What! forty thousand marks 1 
Why thou, the King, the Pope, the Saints, the world, 
Know that when made Archbishop I was freed, 

Before the Prince and chief Justiciary, 

Brom every bond and debt and obligation 
Incurred as Chancellor. 

Hear me, son. 

As gold 

Outvalue^ dross, light darkness, Abel Cain, 

The soul fhe body, and the Church the Throne, 

I charge thee, upon pain of mine anathema, 

That thou obey, not me, but God in me. 

Rather than Hetity. I refuse to stand 

By the King’s censure, make my cry to the Pope, 

By whom I will be judged; refer myself, 

The King,‘these customs, all the Church, to him, 

And under his authority—I depart. \Going. 

[LEiCEsrEU looks at him doubth^y. 

Am I a prisoner? 

Leicester. 

By St Lazarus, no,! 

I am confounded by thee. Go in peace. 

De Broc. 

In peace now—but after. Take that for earnest, 

\Plings a bone at hm Jrm ths msb&s. 
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De ^rito, Fitztjrse, De Tracy, and othtrs 
{flinging -mis^s of ntshes). 

Ay, go in peace^ caitiff, caitiff! And that too, |mi^ 
jured prelate and that, turncoat shaveling! Tho#' 
there, there! traitor, traitor, traitor 1 


Becket. 

Mannerless wolves! {fuming anifdcing 

Herbert. 

Enough, my lord, enough 1 
Begket. 

Barons of England and' of Normandy, 

When what ye shake at^dth but seem to fly, 
Tnte test of coward,' ye foHow with a yell. 

But I. that threw the mightiest knight of France, 
,^6ir Engeham de Trie,—_ 

I^ERBERX. 

Enough, my lord. 



I p^y ’^the fool i again. 
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Enter Herald. 

Herald. 

The King commands you, upon pdn of death, 

That none should wrong or injure your Archbishop. 

Foliot. 

Deal gently with the young man Absalom. 

\Qn(it dcors ef the Hall at the back opm^ and 
< discover a crowd. They shout: 

Blessed is he that cometh in the name of the Lord S 

Scene IY .—Refectory of the Monastery at Northampton. 
A Banquet on the Tables. 

Enter Becketts Retainers. 

1ST Retainer. 

Do thou speak first 

2NB Retainer. 

Nay, thou 1 Nay, thou I Hast not thou drawn 
' the short straw ? 

1ST Retainer. 

My lord Archbishop, wilt thou permit us-—— 
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To speak without stanjmering and like a fir^ee 
isr Retainer. 

My lord, permit us then to leave thy service. 


When? 


Tb-ni^t? 


Becket. 


1ST Retainer. 


Becket. 


1ST Retainer. 

To-ni^ht, ipy lord. 

BECi^Er. 

And why? 

rsT Retainer. 

My lord, weleay6 thee hot without tears. 
Becket. 

Tears ? Why uot'&y^l^ 4 then ? 


1ST 


answer altogeth^ar 
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Becklet. 

I vvamnt you, or your either. Shall I find 
you one? The King hath frowned upon me. 

I ST Retainer. 

That is not altogether our answer, my lord. 


Becket. 

No; yet.ail but all Go, go! Ye have eaten of 
my dish arid drunken of my cup for a dozen years. 

1ST Retainer. 

And so we have. We mean thee no wrong. Wilt 
thou not say, ‘ God bless you,’ ere we go ? 

Becket. 

God bless you all! God redden your pale blood! 
But mine is human-red; and when ye shall hear it is 
poured out upon earth, and see it mounting to Heaven, 
my God bless you, ^at seems sweet to you now, wiH 
hlwt and blind you like a curse. 

1ST Retainer. 

We hop. not, m, ted. . Our huobtet ttook. te 
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Becket. 

Farewell, friends! farewell, swallows I I wrong the 
bird; she leaves only the nest she built, they leave the 
builder. Why ? Am I to be murdered to-night ? 

[Knocking at the door. 

Attendant. 

Here is a missive left at the gate by one from the 
castle. ’ ' 

' Becket. - 

Cornwall’s hand or Leicester’s: they write marvel¬ 
lously alike. [Reading 

‘ Fly at once to France, to KLin^ Louis of France ; 
there be those about, our King who would have thy 
blood/ 

. Was not my lord of Leicester bidden to our supper? 

thj;^'k)#d, and div^^" earls and barons. 
But the hour is past, and M Cook, 

he riakes moan that aH be a-getting cold. 



I aloiig hiim ' Cold after 
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warm, winter after summer, and the golden leaves, 
these earls and barons, that clung to me, frosted off 
me by the first cold frown of the King. Cold, but 
look how the table steams, like a heathen altar; nay, 
like the altar at Jerusalem. Shall God’s good gifts be 
wasted? None of them here ! Call in the poor from 
the streets, and let them feast. 


Herbert. 

That is the parable of our blessed Lord. 

Becket. 

And why should not the parable of our blessed 
Lord be acted again ? Call in the poor j The Church 
is ever at variance with the kings, and ever at one vrith 
the poor. I marked a group of lazars in the market¬ 
place —half - rag, half- sore—beggars, poor rogues 
(Heaven bless ’em) who never saw nox dreamed of 
such a banquet I will amaze them. Call them in, 
I say. They shall henceforward be my earls and 
barons—our lords anS masters in Christ Jesus. 

\Exit Herbert. 

If the King hold his purpose, I am myself a beggar. 
Forty thousand marks 1 forty thousand devils—and 
these craven bishops! 
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A Poor Man {efitering) with his dog. 

My lord Archbishop, may I come in with my poor 
friend, my dog? The King's verdurer caught him#* 
hunting in the forest, and cut ojff his paws. The dog 
followed his calling, my lord. I ha' carried him ew 
so many miles in my arms, and he licks my face 
moans and cries out against the King. 

Becket. 

Better thy dOg than thee. The King’s court* 
would use thee worse than thy dog—they are too 
bloody. Were the Church king, it would be other* 
wise. Poor beast! poor beast I set him down. I wQI 
^ wounds with my napkin. Give him m 
bohe, give him ^ bone! Who misuses a dog would 
ihisuse a child ~ they" cahn^^ speak for themselve*: 
Pa^ helpTlm pawS are past help, God help him! 

Mmr the Be^ars {and mt themselves at the Tabled^ 
and BmMm wdit u 

1ST gEGGA|^ 

Swine, sheep, ox—^here’s a French supper. When 
fall out, honest men- 

<;?NDj|lGaAIU 

Is the Archbishop a thief who gives thee thy support 
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1ST Beggar. 

Well, then, how does it go ? When honest men 
oiat, thieves—no, it can^t be that. 

2ND Beggar, 

stole the widow’s one sitting hen o’ Sunday, 
she was at mass ? 


1ST Beggar. 

Come, come! thou hadst thy share on her. Sitting 
1 Our Lord Becket’s our great sitting-hen cock, 
-vve shouldn’t ha’ been sitting here if the barons 
bishops hadn’t been a-$itting on the Archbishop, 

Becket. 

Ay, the princes sat in judgment against me, and 
tHe Lord hath prepared your table— Sederuntprincipes^ 
pauperes. 

A Voice. 

Becket, bewaire of the knife ! 

Becket. 

Who spoke ? 

3Ki> Bbccak. 

ISToBody, my lord. What’s that, niy lord? 
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Venison. 
Venison ? 


Becket. 
3RD Beggar. 


Becket. 

Buck; deer, as you call it. 


3RD Beggar. 

King^s meat! By the Lord, won't we pray for your 
lordship! 

Becket. 

And, my children, your prayers will do more fdr 
me in the day of peril that dawns darkly and dreadiy 
over the house of God—yea, and in the day of judg^ 
ment also, than the swords of the craven sycophants 
would have done had they remained true to me Miose 
bread they have partaken. I must leave you to 
banquet. Feed, feast, and be merry. Herbert,' fijl: 
the sake of the Church itself, if not for my own, I 
must fly to France to-night. Come with me. 

[JSxtY with Herbert. 


3RD Beggar. 

Here—all of you—my lord’s health drin^ 
Well—if that isn’t goodly wine- 
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1ST Beggar. 

Then there isn’t a goodly wench to serve him with 
it: they were fighting for her to-day in the street. 

3RD Beggar. 

Peace ! 

1ST Beggar. 

The black sheep baaed to the miller’s ewe-lamb, 
The miller’s away for to-night. 

Black sheep, quoth she, too black a sin for me. 

And what said the black sheep, my masters ? 

We can make a black sin white. 

3RD Beggar. 

Peace! 

1ST Beggar. 

‘Ewe lamb, ewe lamb, I am here by the dam.* 

But the miller came home that night, 

And so dusted his back with the meal in his sack. 
That he made the black sheep white. 

3RD Beggar. 

Be we not of the family ? be we not a-supping with 
the head of the family ? be we not in my lord’s dwli 
refractory ? Out from among us; thou art our black 
sheep, 

G 
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£n^er thtfeur KNiiiirrs. 

Fitzurse. 

Sheep, said he ? And sheep without tlic shephen^ 
too. Where is my lord Archbishoj)? Thou liu- lustictt 
and lousiest of this Cain’s brotherhood, niiswtr. 


1.,,.3 RD Beggar, 

With Cain’s answer, my lord Ant 1 iiii> ki-rj*r? 
Thoashonldes cah hha Cain, not me. 


... 'PiTrusst. 

! ^murder his brother llic Slate 

-rm BEGGAK;(rtr«r andadtmndnj(). 

the Lord hath set his 
should murder him. 
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he ? Cross swords all of you 1 swear to follow him! 
Remember the Queen! 

\The four Knights cross thdr swords, 

De Brito. 

They mock us; he is here. 

[All the Beggars rise and advance upon them, 

Fitzurse. 

Come, you filthy knaves, let us pass. 

3RD Beggar. 

Nay, my lord, let us pass. We be a-going home 
after our supper in all humbleness, my lord \ for the 
Archbishop loves humbleness, my lord; and though 
we be fifty to four, we daren’t fight you with our 
crutches, my lord. There now, if thou hast not laid 
hands upon me! and my fellows know that I am all 
one scale like a fish. I pray God I haven’t given thee 
my leprosy, my lord. 

[Fitzurse shrinks from him and another presses 
upon De Brito. 

De Brito. 

Away, dog! 

4TH Beggar. 

And I was bit by a mad dog o’ Friday, an’ I be half 
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dog already by this token, that tho’ I can drink wine I 
cannot bide water, my lord; and I want to bite, I want 
to bite, and they do say the very breath catches. 

De Brito. 

Insolent clown. Shall I smite him with the edge 
of the sword ? 

De Morville. 

No, nor with the fiat of it either. Smite the 
shepherd and the sheep are scattered. Smite the 
sheep and the shepherd will excommunicate thee. 

De Brito. 

Yet my fingers itch to beat him into nothing. 

STH Beggar. 

So do mine, my lord. I was born with it, and 
sulphur won’t bring it out o’ me. But for all that the 
Archbishop washed my feet o’ Tuesday. He likes it, 
my lord. 

6 th Beggar. 

And see here, my lord, this rag fro’ the gangrene 
i’ i£y leg. It’s humbling—it smells o’ human natur’. 
Wilt thou smell it, my lord? for the Archbishop likes 
the smell on it, my lord; for I be his lord and ma^er 
i’ Christ, my lotii 



SCENE IV. 


BECKET. 


85 


De Morville. 

Faugh! we shall all be poisoned. Let us go. 

\They draw back^ Beggars following, 

7TH Beggar. 

My lord, I ha’ three sisters a-dying at home 0 ’ the 
sweating sickness. They be dead while I be a-supping. 

8th Beggar. 

And I ha’ nine darters i’ the spital that be dead ten 
times o’er i’ one day wi’ the putrid fever; and I bring 
the taint on it along wi’ me, for the Archbishop Ukes 
it, my lord. 

[Fressz^ upon the Knights till they disappear 
thrd the door, 

3RD Beggar. 

Crutches, and itches, and leprosies, and ulcers, and 
gangrenes, and running sores, praise ye the Lord, for 
to-night ye have saved our Archbishop 1 

1ST Beggar. 

I’U go back again. I hain’t half done yet. 

Herbert of Bosham {entering). 

My friends, the Archbishop bids you good-night. 
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He hsLtI retired to rest, and being in great jeopardy 
of his life, he hath made his bed between the altars, 
from whence he sends me to bid you this night pray 
for him who hath fed you in the wilderness. 

3 RD Beggar. 

So we will—so we will, I warrant thee. Becket 
shall be king, and the Holy Father shall be king, and 
the world shall live by the King’s venison and the 
bread o’ the Lord, and there shall be no more poor 
" Hurrah! Vive le Roy I That’s the English 
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Scene L— Rosamund’s Bower, A Garden of Flo%mrs, 
In the inidst a batik of wiidfioimrs with a bench 
before it 

Voices heard singing among the trees. 

Duet 

I. Is it the wind of the dawn that I hear in the pine 
overhead ? 

a. No \ but the voice of the deep as it hollows the 
cliffs of the land. 

1. Is there a voice coming up with the voice of the 

deep from the strand, 

One coming up with a song in the flush of the 
glimmering red ? 

2. Love that is born of the deep coming up with the 

sun from the sea. 

1. Love that can shape or can shatter a life till th^ 

life shall have fled ? 

2. Nay, let us welcome him, Love that can lift up a 

life from the dead 
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1, ICeephim away from the lone little isle. Let us 

be, let us be. 

2. Nay, let him make it his own, let him reign in it— 

he, it is he, 

Love that is born of the deep coming up with the 
sun from the sea. 

- Enter Henry and Rosamund. 

Rosamund. 

Be friends with him again—I do beseech thee. 
Henry. 

■^;th ? I have but one hour with thee— 

Sceptjr^and crozier clashing, and the mitre 
.Qirappjitig the qrown—and when I flee from this 
For a gasp of freer air, a breathing-w’hile 
Tp uppn thy bosom and forget him— 

Why thotpj my bird, thou pipest Becket, Becket— 
th9U. my golden dream of Love's own bower, 
be the nightmare breaking on my peace 

Rosamund. 

O my life’s life, not to smile 
Is all but. death to me. My sUn, no cloud I 
frown’ in-this one hour. 

^ ma^y^^^ine, let this be ihine! 
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Look rather thou all-royal as when first 
I met thee. 

Henry. 

Where was that ? 


Rosamund. 


Forgets me too. 


Forgetting that 


Henry. 

Nay, I remember it well. 
There on the moors. 


Rosamund. 

And in a narrow path, 

A plover flew before thee. Then I saw 
Thy high black steed among the flaming furze, 
Like sudden night in the main glare of day. 
And from that height something was said to me 
I knew not what. 

Henry. 

I ask’d the way. 


Rosamund. 


So I lost mine. 


Henry. 


I think so. 


Thou wast too shamed to answer. 
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Rosamund. 
Too scared—so young! 


Henry- 

The rosebud of my rose t- 
Well, wellj^no more of him —I have sent his folk. 

His kin, all his belongings, overseas; 

Age, orphans, and babe-breasting mothers—all 
By hundreds to him—there to beg, starve, die— 

So that the fool King Louis feed them not. 

The man shall feel that I can strike him yet 


Rosamund. 

Babes, Orphans, mothers I is that royal, Sire ? 


Henry. 


And I have been as royal with the Church. 
He shelter’d in the Abbey of Pontigny. 

wore his time studying the canon law 


work it against me. But since he cursed 
at Yeselay, I have let them know, 
Jjeep him longer as their guest, 

1 ^ir cowls to all the hells. 


Rosamund. 
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Henry. 

'I'raitress! 


Rosamund. 

A faithful traitress to thy royal fame. 

Henry. 

Fame! what care I for fame ? Spite, ignorance, envy. 
Yea, honesty too, paint her what way they will. 

Fame of to-day is infamy to-morrow; 

Infamy of to-day is fame to-morrow \ 

And round and round again. What matters ? Royal— 
I mean to leave the royalty of my crown 
Unlessen'd to mine heirs. 

Rosamund. 

Still—thy fame too : 

I say that should be royal. 

Henry. 

And I say, 

I care not for thy saying. 

Rosamund. 

And I say, 

I care not for thy saying. A greater King 
Than thou art, Love, who cares not for the word, 
Makes ‘ care not'—care. There have I spoken true ? 
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Henry. 

Care dwell with me for ever, when I cease 
To care for thee as ever! 

Rosamund. 

No need! no need! . . . 
There is a bench. Come, wilt thou sit? . . . My 
bank 

Of wild-flowers \he wily]. At thy feet! 

[She sits at his feet, 

Henry. 

I bad them clear 

A royal pleasaunce for thee, in the wood, 

Not leave these countryfolk at court. 

Rosamund. 

I brought them 

In from the wood, and set them here. I love them 
More than the garden flowers, that seem at most 
or foreign cousins, not half speaking 
of the land. I love them too, 
lUy liege, I am sure, of all the roses— 
on.fe>se who gave it a dog’s name— 

This VfM {picking a briar^rose)-^i[iBY, I shall not 


Swe^t guests, 
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Henry. 

Thou rose of the world! 

Thou rose of all the roses! 


[Muttering. 

I am not worthy of her—this beast-body 
That God has plunged my soul in—I, that taking 
The Fiend’s advantage of a throne, so long 
Have wander’d among women,—a foul stream 
Thro’ fever-breeding levels,—at her side, 

Among these happy dales, run clearer, drop 
The mud I carried, like yon brook, and glass 
The faithful face of heaven— 

[Looking at her^ and unconsciously cloudy 
—thine 1 thine ! 


Rosamund. 

I know it. 

Henry {??iutteri?ig). 

Not hers. We have but one bond, her hate of Becket. 
Rosamund {half hearing). 

Nay 1 nay! what art thou muttering? /hate Becket ? 

Henry {muttering), 

A sane and natural loathing for a soul 
Purer, and truer and nobler than herself; 

^And mine a bitterer illegitimate hate, 

A bastard hate born of a former love. 
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Rosamund. 

My fault to name him! 0 let the hand of one 
To whom thy voice is all her music, stay it 
But for a breath. her hand before his lips. 

Speak only of thy love. 

Why there—^like some loud beggar at thy gate— 

The happy boldness of this hand hath won it 
Love’s alms, thy kiss (looking at her hand) —Sacred t 
I’ll kiss it too. 

There! wherefore dost thou so peruse it ? Nay, 

There may be crosses in my line of life. 

Henry. 

Not half ^rhand—no hand to mate with her^ 

If it should come to that 

Rosamund. 

With her ? with whom ? 
HtoRY. 

Life oh the hand h nakfed gipsy-stuff; 

Life the face,^ the brows—dear innocence! 

Vein ’4 inaTb|e^:f-mta funrow yet-^nd hers 

[Muttering, 

Cro^ ahd remusi,fa#^iOinous ^pider^s web— ^ 
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Rosamund (springing t ^ p ). 

Out of the cloud, my Sun—out of the eclipse 
Narrowing my golden hour ! 

Henry. 

O Rosamund, 

I would be true—would tell thee all—and something 
I had to say—I love thee none the less— 

Which will so vex thee. 

Rosamund. 

Something against ? 

Henry. 

No, no, against myself. 

Rosamund. 

I will not hear it. 

Come, come, mine hour 1 I bargain for mine hour. 
I'll call thee little Geoffrey. 

Henry. 

Call him! 

Rosamund. 

Geoffrey 1 
[JSnter Geoffrey. 
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Who love, for which I love them. May God grant 
No ill befall or him or thee iPirhen I 
Am gone. 

Rosamund. 

Is he thy enemy ? 

Henry. 

He? who? ay! 

Rosamund. 

Thiiie enemy knows the secret of my bower. 
Henry. 

And I could tear him asunder with wild horses 
Before he would betray it. Nay— no fear! 

More like is he to esccommunicate me. 


Rosamund. 

And I would creep, crawl oyer knife-edge flint 
Barefoot^ a hundred leagues, to kay his hand 
Before he flash’d the bolt. ' 

Henry. 

,,,, - , And when he flash’d it 

Sh3ink from me, like a c^ughter of the Church. 

‘BosAmMb^ 
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Henry. 

Ay! but if he did? 

Rosamund. 

0 then 1 0 then ! I almost fear to say 

That my poor heretic heart would excommunicate 

His excommunication, clinging to thee 

Closer than ever. 

Henry (raising Rosamund and kissing her). 

My brave-hearted Rose! 

Hath he ever been to see thee ? 

Rosamund 

Here ? not he 

And it is so lonely here—no confessor. 

Henry. 

Thou shalt confess all thy sweet sins to me. 

Rosamund. 

Besides, we came away in such a heat, 

I brought not ev'n my crucifix. 

Henry. 

Take this. 

[GMng her the Crue^ which Eleanor gme hinu 
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RosAMtnsrp. 

O beautiful! May I have it-as mine, till mine 
Be mine again ? 

Henry {throwing it round her neck). 

Thine—as I am—till death! 

Rosamund. 

Death ? no ! Ill have it with me in my shroud, 
And wake with it, and show it to all the Saints, 

Henry. 

Nay—must go j hut when thou layest thy lip 
To this, remembering One who died for thee. 
Remember also one who lives for thee 
Out there in France; for I must hence to brave 
The Pope, King Liouis, and this turbulent priest. 

Rosamund {kneeling), 

O by thy love for me, all mine for thee, 
thy ^ul into the iames of hell: 

I kne^ to thee—-be friends with him again, 

Henry. 

Look, look i if ittle Geoffrey- have not tost 
His ball t^;^OQk I makes after it too 
To it diild wffl drown himself. 
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Rosamund. 

Geoffrey! Geoffrey 1 


\Exeunt 


Scene IL —MmtmiraiL * The Meeting of the KingsJ 
John of Oxford and Henry. Crowd in the 
distance. 


John of Oxford. 

You have not crown’d young Henry yet, my liege ? 
Henry. 

Crown’d 1 by God’s eyes, we will not have him crown’d. 
I spoke of late to the boy, he answer’d me, 

As if he wore the crown already—No, 

We will not have him crown’d. 

’Tis true what Becket told me, that the mother 
Would make him play his kingship against mine. 

John of Oxford. 

Not have him crown’d?- 

Henry. 

Not now—not yet I and Becket— 
Becket should crown him were he crown’d at all: 

But, since we would be lord of our own manor, 
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This Canterbury, like a wounded deer, 

Has fled our presence and our*fpeding-grounds. 

John op Oxpoto. 

Cannot a smooth tongue lick him whole again 
To serve your will ? 


Henry. 

IJe hates my will, not me. 

John op Oxpord. 

There^s York, my liege. 


Henry, 

But England scarce would hold 
Young Henry king, if only crown’d by York, 

And t^t would stflt up York to twice himself. 

The^ iir.a'iBQveiiient yonder in the crowd— 

See if s^^piou^what shaU I call him, John ?— 
Husband-in-law, our smooth-shorn suzerain, 

Be yet within the fifM , 


John of Oxford, 

I 'Bill. 

" HEjTRt. 

Ay! Ay! 

i jius iwlitic'Holiness 


\Exit. 
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Hath all but climb’d the Roman perch again, 

And we shall hear him'^presently with clapt wing 
Crow over Barbarossa—-at last tongue^free 
To blast my realms with excommunication 
And interdict. I must patch up a peace— 

A piece in this long-tugged at, threadbare-worn 
Quarrel of Crown and Church—to rend again. 

His Holiness cannot steer straight thro’ shoals, 

Nor I. The citizen’s heir hath conquer'd me 
For the moment. So we make our peace with him. 

\Enter Lotus. 

Brother of France, what shall be done with Becket? 
Louis. 

The holy Thomas ! Brother, you have trafiick’d 
Between the Emperor and the Pope, between 
The Pope and Antipope—a perilous game 
For men to play with God. 

Henry. 

Ay, ay, good brother, 
They call you the Monk-King. 

Louls. 

Who calls me ?' she 
That was my wife, now yours ? You have her Duchy, 
The point you aim’d at, and pray God she prove 
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True wife to you. You havc 'had the better of us 
In secular matters. . ■. 

Henry. 

Come, confess, good brother, 
You did your best or worst to keep her Duchy. 

Only the golden Leopard printed in it 
Such hold-fast claws that you perforce again 
Shrank into France. Tut, tut 1 did we convene 
This conference but to babble of our wives? 

They are plagues enough in-door. 

Louis. 

We fought in the East, 
And fbit thfe sun of Antioch scald our mail, 

And push’d our knees into Saracen hearts. 

We hounded on the State at home 
To spoil the Church. 


Henry. 

Sow shpuld you see this rightly ? 
Lom$. 

W%@| h I am proud of my ‘ Monk-King,* 

; and, brother, ^ Holy Church 
May nor dur Archbishop 
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Stagger on. the slope decks for any rough sea 
Blown by the breath of kings. We do forgive you 
For aught you wrought against us. 

[Henry holds up his hand. 
Nay, I pray you, 

Do not defend yourself. You will do much 
To rake out all old dying heats, if you. 

At my requesting, will but look into 

The wrongs you did him, and restore his kin, 

Reseat him on his throne of Canterbury, 

Be, both, the friends you were. 

Henry. 

The friends we were ! 

Co-mates we were, and had our sport together. 
Co-kings we were, and made the laws together. 

The world had never seen the like before. 

You are too cold to know the fashion of it. 

Well, well, we will be gentle with him, gracious— 
Most gracious. 

Enter Becket, after him^ John of Oxford, Roger 
OF York, Gilbert Foliot, De Broc, Fitz- 
URSE, etc. 

Only that the rift he made 
May close between us, here I am wholly king, 

The word should come from him. 
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Becket {kneeling, 

I here deli™, all thi, ca«,v«a,’^°’ 
Into your royal hands. 


Henry. 

™ Ah, Thomas, Thomas, 

Thou art thyself again, Thomas again. 

Becket {rising). 

Saving God’s honour! 


Henry. 

c . , Out upon thee, man 1 

^vmg t e Devirs honour, his yes and no. 

^ nr earls, this London spawn—by 

^abound, 

I ■hi^nejr.have.bee^:bom a Mussulman- 
Less ^th their priests— 

.^,>«tf.way down the slope—will no man stay me? 
I dash pieces-I stay myself^ 

I v ■5?du, Msfetet Beoket, you 




SCENE II. 


BECKET, 


107 


Take heed he do not turn and rend you too : 

Tor whatsoever may displease him—that 
Is clean against God’s honour—a shift, a trick 
Whereby to challenge, face me out of all 
My regal rights. Yet, yet—^that none may dream 
I go against God’s honour—ay, or himself 
In any reason, choose 

A hundred of the wisest heads from England, 

A hundred, too, from Normandy and Anjou : 

Let these decide on what was customary 
In olden days, and all the Church of France 
Decide on their decision, I am content 
More, what the mightiest and the holiest 
Of all his predecessors may have done 
Ev’n to the least and meanest of my own, 

Let him do the same to me—I am content 

Louis. 

Ay, ay I the King humbles himself enough. 

Becket. 

{Aside) Words 1 he will wriggle out of them like an eel 
When the time serves. {Aloud) My lieges and my 
lords, 

The thanks of Holy Church are due to those 
That went before us for their work, which we 
Inheriting reap an easier harvest Yet- 
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Louis. 

My lord, will you be greater than the Saints, 

More than St. Peter? whom-what is it you doubt? 

Behold your peace at hand 

Becket. 

I say that those 

Who went before us did not wholly clear 

The deadly growths of earth, which HelFs own heat 

So dwelt on that they rose and darken’d Heaven. 

Yet they did much. Would God they had tom up all 
By the hard root, which shoots ^ain; our trial 
Had so been less \ but, seeing they were men 
Defective or excessive, must we follow 
All that they overdid or underdid ? 

Nay, if they were defective as St Peter 
Denying Christ, who yet defied the tyrant, 

We hold by his defiance, not his defect. 

O good son Louis, do not counsel me, 

No, to suppress God’s honour for the sake 
I0f breathes. No, God forbid! 

Henry. 

i I and turn me M|issulman! 

No jmd Mahou^^ife Itja prophet. 

But ^ have 
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None other God but me—^me, Thomas, son 
Of Gilbert Becket, London merchant. Out! 

I hear no more. [Exit 

Louis. 

Our brother’s anger puts him, 

Poor man, beside himself—not wise. My lord, 

We have claspt your cause, believing that our brother 
Had wrong’d you; but this day he proffer’d peace. 
You will have war \ and tho’ we grant the Church 
King over this world’s kings, yet, my good lord, 

We that are kings are something in this world, 

And so we pray you, draw yourself from under 
The wings of France, We shelter you no more. 

[Exit 

John of Oxford. 

I am glad that France hath scouted him at last: 

I told the Pope what manner of man he was. [Exit 

Roger of York. 

Yea, since he flouts the will of either realm, 

Let either cast him away like a dead dog! [Exit 

Foliot. 

Yea, let a stranger spoil his heritage. 

And let another take his bishoprick! [Exit 
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De Broc. 

Onr castle, my lord, belongs to Canterbury. 

come and take it . jExil 

Fitzurse. 

When you will [£xit. 
Becket. 

Cursed be John of Oxford, Roger of York, 

And Gilbert Foliot! cursed those De Brocs 
That hold our Saltwood Castle from our see ! 

Cursed Fitzurse, and all the rest of them 
That sow this hate between my lord and me! . 

Voices Jrm the Crowd. 

Blessed be Ae Lord Archbishop, who hath with¬ 
stood two Kings to th^ faces for the honour of God. 

Becket. 

Out of ihe.mouths of babes and sucklings, praise! 

j when kings but hold by crowns, 
tW .hungers for a crown in Heaven 
true king. 
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Becket. 

I am too like the King here; both of us 
Too headlong for pur office. Better have been 
A fisherman at Bosham, my good Herbert, 

Thy birthplace—the sea-creek—the petty rill 
That falls into it—the green field—the gray church— 
The simple lobster-basket, and the mesh— 

The more or less of daily labour done— 

The pretty gaping bills in the home-nest 
Piping for bread—the daily want supplied— 

The daily pleasure to supply it. 

Herbert. 

Ah, Thomas, 

You had not borne it, no, not for a day. 

Becket. 

‘ Well, maybe, no. 

Herbert. 

But bear with Walter Map, 

,For here he comes to comment on the time. 

jBnter Walter Map. 

, Walter Map. 

Pity, my lord, that you have quenched the warmth 
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of France toward you, tho’ His Holiness, after much 
smouldering and smoking, be kindled again upon your 
quarter. 

Becket. 

if he do not end in smoke again. 


Walter Map. 

My lord,-the fire, when first kindled, said to the 
smoke, ‘Go up, my son, straight to HeavenJ And 
the smoke said, * I gobut anon the North-east took 
and turned him South-west, then the South-west turned 
him North-east, and so of the other winds; but it was 
in hirn to go up straight if the time had Keen quieter. 
Your lordship affects the unwavering perpendicular \ 
but His Holiness, pushed one way by the Empire and 
another by England, if he move at all, Heaven stay 
him, is fain to diagoni^a 


Herbert. 

Diagona^ I thou art a word-monger 1 
will diagonalise. 
Tn^u art a j^er and a verse-maker. 

IKW!. t - * ‘i;*. • 


WaltM Map. 

Is the world |iny the Wtkse for my verses if the 

mouth ? or any 
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h^strm done to the people if my jest be in defence of 
the Truth? 

Becket. 

Ay, if the jest be so done that the people 
Delight to wallow in the grossness of it, 

Till Truth herself be shamed of her defender. 

Non defensoribus istis^ Walter Map. 

Walter Map. 

Is that my case ? so if the city be sick, and I cannot 
call the kennel sweet, your lordship would suspend me 
from verse-writing, as you suspended yourself after sub¬ 
writing to the customs. 


Becket. 

I pray God pardon mine infirmity. 

Walter Map. 

Nay, my lord, take heart j for tho’ you suspended 
yourself, the Pope let you down again; and tho’ you 
suspend Foliot or another, the Pope will not leave them 
m suspense, for the Pope himself is always in suspense^ 
like Mahound’s coffin hung between heaven and ear|h 
—always in suspense, like the scales, till the weight^pf 
G^many or the gold of England brings one of them 
down to the dust—^ways in suspense, like the tail of 

I 
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the-.iiorologe—to and fro—tick-tack—we make th6 
time, we keep the time, ay, and we serve the time; for 
I^have heard say that if you boxed the Pope's ears with 
stagger him, but he would pocket 
th^.purse. No saying pf mine^—^Jocelyn of Salisbury. 
But the King hath, bought half the College of Red- 
hats. He warmed to you to-day, and you have chilled 
him again. Y^t you both love God. Agree with him 
quickly again, even for the sake of the Church. My 
one grain, of good counsel which you will not swallow. 

splijt, between old friendships as I hate %e 
dirty gap jg-the face of a Cistercian monk, that will 
swallow anything. Farewell. [£xit. 


Becket. 

Map scoffs at Rome. I all but hold with Map. 

Save for mys4f no Romd were left: in England, 

^ had been his. Why should this Rome, this Rome, 
Still choose'Barabbas rathet‘l!han the Christ, 


ihief atid dalnfi the right ? 



f, Wink at s'^ctifege, 

^had i^ldated? i condor^ 


Thomas r 
Holy'Father. : ' 
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Becket. 

I would have done my most to keep Rome holy^ 

I would have made Rome know she stijl is Rome— 

Who stands aghast ?it her eternal self 

And shakes at mortal kings—her vacillation, 

Avarice, craft—0 God, how many an innocent 
Has left his bones upon the way to Rome 
Unwept, uncared for. Yea—on mine own self 
The King had had no power except for, Rome. 

’Tis not the King who is guilty of mine exile, 

But Rome, Rome, Rome! 

Herbert. 

My lord, I see this I^ouis 
Returning, ah! to drive thee from his realm. 

Becket. 

He said as much before. Thou art no prophet, 

Nor yet a prophet's son. 

Herbert. 

Whatever he say, 

Deny not thou God's honour for a king. 

King looks troubled 


Re-entir King Louis. 
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Louis. 

My dear lord Archbishop, 
I feam but no,w that those poor Poitevins, 

That in thy cause were stirred against King Henry, 
Have been^ despite his kingly promise given 
To our own self of pardon, evilly used 
And put to pain, I have lost all trust in him. 

The Church alone hath eyes—and now I see 
That I was blind—suffer the phrase—^swrendering 
God^s haradur to the pleasure of a man. 

Forgive me and absolve me, holy father. \Knteh, 

Becket. 

Son, I absolve thee in the name of God 




Louis \nsing), 

Re^ to'Sehs, wljere we will care for you. 

^ wealth of all our France are yours; 

and-te^tpeace with all, [JExeunt 



'Ck>d bless the 

grea^ 
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Re-enter Henry and John of Oxforj>. 

Henry {looking after King Louis and Becket). 

Ay, there they go—both backs are turn’d to me— 
Why then I strike into my former path 
For England, crown young Henry there, and make 
Our waning Eleanor all but love me 1 

John, 

Thou hast served me heretofore with Rome—and well 
They call thee John the Swearer. 

John of Oxford. 

For reason, 

That, being ever duteous to the King, 

I evermore have sworn upon his side. 

And ever mean to do it 

Henry {claps Mm on the shozdder). 

Honest John! 

To Rome again ! the storm begins again. 

Spare not thy tongue I be.lavish with our coins, 
Threaten our junction witli the Emperor—flatter 
And fright the Pope—bribe all the Cardinals—leave 
Lateran and Vatican in one dust of gold— 

Swear and unswear, state and misstate thy best 1 
I go to have yoiuig Henry crown’d by York. 
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Scene I .—The Bower, 
Henry and Rosamunis* 
Henry. 

All thAt is just I cannot answer it 

Till better times, when I shall put away- 

Rosamund. 

What will you put away ? 


Henry. 

t 


mat wnicn, you 


^cidhtent you ^ow 
i^onaan th^ I love so well 
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Henry. 

And one fair child to fondle! 

Rosamund. 

0 yes, the child 

We waited for so long—heaven's gift at last— 

And how you doated on him then ! To-day 
I almost fear'd your kiss was colder-^-yes— . 

But then the child is such a child. What chance 
That he should ever spread into the man 
Here in our silence ? I have done my best 
I am not leam'd 

HteNRY# 

, I am the King, his father, 

Audi will look to it Is our secret ours? 

Have you had any alarm ? no stranger ? 

ROSAMUI^P. 

No. 

The warder of the bower iwJth" given himself 
Of late to wine. I someth:^ think he sleeps 
When he should watch; and yet what fear ? the people 
Believe the wood enchanted No one comes, 

Nor foe nor friend; his fond excess of wine 
Springs from the loneliness of my poor bower, 

Which weighs even on me. 
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Henry. 

Yet these tree-towers,^ 

Their long bird-echoing minster-aisles,—t|ie voice 
Of the perpetual brook, these golden slopes 
Of Solomon-shaming flowers—that your saying, 

^1 pleased you so at fir^t 


^AMUto. 

Not how so much. 


My Atijou wS ^atce as beautiful. 

But you vret^^}^u#ftere.^ 1 have none but you. 
The brodli^^ice is not yc^^ and no flower, not 
The sun hi^elf, should he be changed to one, 
d^ld sh^-away t^:^knes 5 .of that gap 
by the lack of . 


IIenry. 

The Tack of love I 



i Anything further ? 
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Rosamund. 

Only my best bower-maiden died of late, 

Andrthat ojd priest whom John of Salisbury trusted 
Hath sent another. 


Henry. 

Secret ? . 

r but'asFd her 

One question, and she primmed mouth and put 
Her hands together—thug^^and said,help her. 
That she was sworn to siieface. 

Henry^ 

What did you ask her ? 
]^OSAMU«gi 

Some daily something-nothing! 

Has# 

Secret, then? 

^LOSAMUm 

I do not love her. Must you^p, my liege, 

So suddenly ? 
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Henry. 

I came to England suddenly, 
And on a great-occasion sure to wake 
As great a wrath in Becket-^ 


Rosamund. 

He always comes between us. 


Always Becket 1 


Hbnry. 

—^And to meet it 

I R?f%j^#.leave^as suddenly. It is raining, 
see;* me to the bounds. 

. \Exeuni 

Margery (smgtftg behind scene), 

Babbk in. bower 
*Ut?j3er the rose I 
Bee mustnt buzz, 

t,he knows. 

[pncj, 

$^®bp^ near! 

Giaj^^pp; grasshopper, 
f)-i«P|!!®^-"you can bear. 

Kiss in the bower, 

Tit’tifi ff4e 1 
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Enter Margery. 

I ha’ been but a week here and I ha’ seen what I 
ha’ seen, for to be sure it’s no more than a week since 
our old Father Philip that has confessed our mother 
for twenty years, and she was hard put to it, and to 
speak truth, nigh at the end of our last crust, and that 
mouldy, and she cried out on him to put me forth in 
tjie world and to make me a woman of the world, and 
to win my own bread, whereupon he asked our mother 
if I could keep a quiet tongue i’ my head, arid ^mot. 
speak till I was spoke to, and I answered for myself 
that I never spoke more than was needed, and he 
told me he would advance me to the service of a great 
lady, and took me ever so far away, and gave me a 
great pat o’ the cheek for a pretty wench, and said it 
was a pity to blindfold such eyes as mine, and si^gh to 
be sure they be, but he blinded ’em for airi^^|md 
so brought me no-how^ as I may say, and the m6re 
shame to him after his promise, into a garden and not 
intp the world, and bad ine whatever I saw not to 
speak one word, an’ it ’ud be w^ell for me in the end, 
for there were great ones who* wcftild look after me, 
and %s> be sure I ha’ seen great ones to-day—and 
then na| to speak one word, for that’s the rule o’ the 
gardefi* tiho’ to be sure if I had been Eve i’ the garden 
I shouldn’t ha’ minded the ap^e, for what’s |h apple, 
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yo^ know, save to a child, and Vm no child, but more 
a woman o’ the world than my lady here, and I ha’ seen 
what I ha’ seen—tho’ to be sure if I hadn’t minded 
it we should all on us ha"^ had to go, bless the Saints, 
wr bare*tecks, but the backs ’ud ha’ countenanced 
one anothej^ and belike it ’ud ha’ been always summeff, 
and anyhqrw I am as well-shaped as my lady here, and 
I ha?-^iS&L what I ha’ seen, and what’s the good of my 
talking to iiyself, for here comes my lady (enUr Roi§A- 
uj, ai^fey lady, tho’ I shouldn’t speak one w6rd, 
|yoi|^<i’ the King’s brother. 



RoSXmxjkd, 
is it you mean ? 




Mai^gery. 

|our goadma!h,-your husband, my lady, for 
it ladyship a-parting ^vi’ him even now V the 
mhm I wks a-gitting bluebells for your 
•ao^e -to sciel and I ha’ seen the King 
I like the King as fingernail 

tt at fir^t it was the King, 
% ^ried, for King !Lou M. . 
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Margery. 

Years and years, my lady, for her husband, King 
Louis- 

Rosamund. 

Hush 1 

Margery. - 

—And I thought if it were the King’s brother he 
had a better bride than the King, for the people do 
say that his is bad beyond all reckoning,- and-^— 

’4 

Rosamund. 

The people lie. 

Margery. 

Very like, my lady, but most on ’em k^ow an honest 
woman and a lady when they see her, and-brides 
they say, she makes songs, and that’s againSt hej^ for 
I never knew an honest woman that could ^ake stmgs, 
tho* to be sure our mother ’ill sing me old songs by 
the hour, but then, God help her, she had ’em from 
her mother, and her mother from her mother back 
apd back for ever so long, but node on ’em ever made 
soi^ and they were all honest. 

Rosamund. 

. Gp, you shall tell me of her some other time. 
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Margery. 

Therefs none so much to tell on her, my lady, only 
she kept the seventh commandment better than some 
I know on, or J couldn^t look your ladyship the face, 
and she brew’d the best ale in all Glo’ster, that is to 
say in her time when she had the ‘ Crown.’ 


Rosamund. 
The crown I who ? 

MaiCgery. 

*• ' ' ' . 
i^other. 


Rosamtod. 

I mean her whom you call—fancy—my husband’s 
Margery^ . 

Eleanor. Yes, my lady; and tho’ I 
speak a word, I can tell you all about 




I am feint ind sfeepy. Teave me. 
Whatl will ydti anger me. 

[jS'a?/? J^t^RGERY. 

He ^ to queiSoti any of those : 

hW' ^ 'qu^tioh^ ' • 
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Did she not slander hhn ? Should she stay here ? 
May she not tempt me, being at my side, 

To question /ler? Nay, can I send her hence 
Without his kingly leave! I am in the dark. 

I have lived, poor bird, from cage to cage, and known 
Nothing but him—happy to know no more, 

So that he loved me—and he loves me—yes, 

And bound me by his love to secrecy 
Till his own time. 

Eleanor, Eleanor, have I 

Not heard ill things of her in France? Oh, she^s 
The Queen of France. I see it—some confusion. 
Some strange mistake. I did not hear aright, 

Myself confused with parting from the King. 

Margery (pehind scene). ^ 

Bee mustn’t buzz, 

Whoop—but he knows. 

Rosamund. 

Yet her—^what her ? he hinted of some her— 

When he was here before— 

Something that would displease me. Hath he stray’d 
From love’s clear path into the common bush. 

And, being scratch’d, returns to his true rose, 
hath not thorn enough to prick him for it, 
with a word ? 
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Margery {beht?id sce?ie). 

Bird mustn’t tell, 

Whoop—he can see. 

i^^MUND. 

I would not hear him. Kay—^there’s more—he frown'd 
‘ No mate for her, if it should come to that ’— 

To that—^to what ? 

Margery {behind scene). 

Whoop—but he knows, 

Whoop—but he knows. 

‘ Rosamund. 

O God! some dreadful truth is breaking on me— 
Some dreadful thing is coming on me. 

\£nfer Geoffrey. 
Geoffrey! 

Geoffrey. 

What are ypu crying for, when thp sun shines ? 
Rosamund. ' 

thy father left us to ourselves ? 

Geoffrey. 

teken the thifi’ with him. I hear 
Marge^: flay with her. [JSxH Geof^frey. 
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Rosamund. 

Rainbow, stay, 
Gleam upon gloom, 
Bright as my dream, 
Rainbow, stay! 

But it passes away, 
Gloom upon gleam, 
Dark as my doom— 
O rainbow stay. 


Scene IL —Outside the Woods near Rosamund^s 
Bomr, 

Eleanor. Fitzurse, 

Eleanor. 

Up from the salt lips'of the land we two 
Have track'd the King to this dark inland wood 3 
And somewhere hereabouts he vanish'^. Here 
His turtle builds : his exit is our adit: 

Watch ! he will out again, and presently, 

Seeing he must to Westminster and crown 
Yomg Henry there to-morrow. 

Fitzurse, 

We have watch'd 

K 
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Margery {hehM scene). 
Bird mustn^t telj, * 
Whoop—be $e€. 




I would not hear hm V^^y--T-there’s 
‘ No mate for her, if it should com^ tq 
To that—to what? 


Margery (M<W sane). 
Whob^tj^at knoW^ 
Whpop—liiut he knpm 


' RoSAittritp."' ' ' 

O God t some dreadM ti;utb is breakipg Oft 
SOttSe, drpadfm thing is coming on me., 


Geoffrey., . 
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Rosamund. 

Rainbow, stay, 
Gleam upon gloom, 
Bright as my dream, 
Rainbow, st(j;y 1 
But it passes away, 
Gloom upon gleam, 
Dark as my doom— 
O rainbow stay. 


Scene II .—Outside the Woods near Rosamund’s 
Bovver, 

Eleanor. Fitzurse. 

Eleanor. 

Up from the salt lips* of the land we two 
Have track’d the King to this dark inland wood; 
And somewhere hereabouts he vanish’^. Here 
His turtle builds; his exit is our adit; 

Watch ! he will out again, and presently, 

Seeing he must to Westminster and crown 
Young Henry there to-morrow. 

Fitzurse. 

We have watch’d 
ic 
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So long in vain, he hath pass'd out again, 

And on the other side. \A great ?iom winded. 

Hark! Madam! 


Eleanor. 

Ay, 

How ghostly sounds that horn in the black wood 1 

\_A countryman flying. 

Whither away, man ? what are you flying from ? 
Countryman. 

The witch! the witch! she sits naked by % great 
heap of gold in the middle of the wood, and whfen 
the horn sounds she comes out as a wolf. Get you 
hence! a man passed in there to-day: I holla'd ^to 
him, but he didn't hear me; he'll never out again, the 
witch has got him. I daren't stay—I daren't stay I 

Eleanor. 

Kind Of to give thee warning tho’. 

\Manfltes. 

Is not this i?^i||ifl*witch of the rustic's fear 
Our woodkl^d Circe that hath witch'd the King ? 

\E(mi somded. Another flying. 


ElTZpRS^^. 

Again teli me why thou fliest 
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Countryman. 

Fly thou too. The King keeps his forest head of 
game here, and when that horn sounds, a score of 
wolf-dogs are let loose that will tear thee piecemeal. 
Linger not till the third horn. Fly ! [Exit 

Eleanor. 

This is the likelier tale. We have hit the place. 

Now let the King*s fine game look to itself. \lTorn. 

Fitzurse. 

Again!— 

And far on in the dark heart of the wood 
I hear the yelping of the hounds of hell. 

Eleanor. 

I I have my dagger here to still their throats. 

Fitzurse. 

Nay, Madam, not to-night—the night is falling. 

What can be done to-night ? 

Eleanor. 


Well— well—away. 



132 


BMCKMT. 


AOT 3^*^- 


Scene III.— Traitor^s Meadow at FrHevaL 

and Tents of the English and French Barofictg^e^ 

Bj^ket and Herbert of Bosham. 

Becket. 

See here I 

Herbert. 

What’s here ? 

Becket. 

A notice from the- priest^ 
To whom our John of Salisbury committed 
The secret of the bower, that our wolf-Queen 
Is prowling round the fold. I should be back 
In England ev’n for this. 


Herbert. 

These are by-things 

In tte great cause. 

% 

Becket. 

•V r : The by-things of the LorcJ 

fttoffR^iinnooences will cry 
From all the hidden by-\^^ys of the world 
In the great day against the wronger. I know 
Perish she, I, all, before 
■ wrong 1 
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Herbert. 

Do you see, my lord. 

There is the King talking with Walter Map ? 

Becket. 

He hath the Pope^s last letters, and they threaten 
The immediate thunder-blast of interdict: 

Yet he can scarce be touching upon those, 

Or scarce would smile that fashion. 


Herbert. 

Winter sunshine 1 

Beware of opening out thy bosom to it, 

Lest thou, myself, and all thy flock should catch 
An after ague-fit of trembling. Look ! 

He bows, he bares his head, he is coming hither, 

Still with a smile. 

Enter King Henry and Walter Map. 
Hb:nry. 

We hmt had so many hours together, Thomas, 

So many happy hours alone together, 

That I would speak wfth you once more alone. 
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Becket. 

My liege, your will and happiness are mine. 

\Exeunt King and Becket. 


Herbert. 

The same smile still. 


Walter Map. 

Do you see that great black cloud that hath come 
over the sun and cast us all into shadow ? 


Herbert. 

And feel it too, 

Walter Map. 

And see you yon side-beam that is forced from 
under it, and sets the church-tower over there all a- 
hell-fire as it were ? 


Ay. 


Herbert. 
Walter Map. 


If is this black, bell-iilifecijig, anti-marrying, burial- 
tha^t hath squeezed out this side- 
ganterbury, whereof may come conflagra- 
l it Sudden 
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change is a house on sand; and tho’ I count Henry 
honest enough, yet when fear creeps in at the front, 
honesty steals out at the back, and the King at last is 
fairly scared by this cloud—this interdict. I have 
been more for the King than the Church i% this matter 
—yea, even for the sake of the Church t. for, truly, as 
the case stood, you had safelier have slain an arch¬ 
bishop than a she-goat: but our recoverer and upholder 
of customs hath in this crowning of young Henry by 
York and London so violated the immemorial usage 
of the Church, that, like the gravedigger's child I have 
heard of, trying to ring the bell, he hath half-hanged 
himself in the rope of the Church, or rather pulled all 
the Church with the Holy Father astride of it down 
upon his own head. 


Herbert. 

Were you there? 


Walter Map. 

In the church rope ?—no. I was at the crowning, 
for I have pleasure in the pleasure of crowds, and to 
read the faces of men at a,great show. 

Herbert. 

And how did Roger of York comport himself 
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Walter Map. 

As magnificentlyand archiepiscopally as our Thomas 
would have done: only there was a dare-devil in his 
eye—I ^^<^^*say a dare-Becket He thought less of 
tW0 k}%s-®an 'of one Roger the king of the occasion. 
Foliot is the fiolier man, perhaps the better. Once or 
twice there ran a twitch across his face as who should 
say what*s to follow ? but Salisbury was a calf cowed 
by Mother Church, and every now and then glancing 
about like a thief at night when he hears a door 
m th^ house and thinks ‘ the master.’ 

Herbert. 

And the father-king? 

Walter Map, 

The father’s eye was so tender it would have called 
a goose off the green, and once he strove to hide his 
face, hke the Greek king' when his daughter was sacri¬ 
fice but hiQ ^thought better of it: it was but the 
s^q:ifS:e of,a kingdom to .his son, a smaller matter; 
but as to the young qrownling himself, he looked so 
malapert in the eyes, tha^ad I fathered him I had 
given him more of the rod than the sceptre. Then 
foftowed the thunder of the captains and the shouting, 

firom whence'there ^ 
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puffed out such an incense of unctuosity into the nos¬ 
trils of our Gods of Church and State, that Lucullus 
or Apicius might have sniffed it in their Hades of 
heathenism, so that the smell of their own roast had 
not come across it- , 

Herbert. 

Map, tho* you make your butt too big, you over¬ 
shoot it. 

Walter Map. 

—For as to the fish, they de-miracled the miraculous 
draught, and might have sunk a navy- 

Herbert. 

There again, Goliasing and Goliathising! 

Walter Map. 

—And as for the flesh at table, a whole Peter’s 
sheet, with all manner of game, and four-footed things, 
and fowls- 

Herbert. 

And all manner of creeping things too? 

Walter Map. 

—Well, there were Abbots—but they did not bring 
their women; and so we were dull enough at first, but 

the 'end we flourished out into a merriment; for the 
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old King would act servitor and hand a dish to his 
son} whereupon my Lord of York—his fine-cut face 
bowing and beaming with all that courtesy which hath 
less loyalty in it than the backward scrape of the 
clown’s hee^'^great honour,’ says he, ‘ from the King’s 
self to '^the'* King’s son.’ Did you hear the young 
King’s quip? 

Herbert. 

No, what was it? 


Walter Map. 


Glancing at the days when his father was only Earl 
of Anjou, he answered:—‘ Should not an earl’s son 
wait on a king’s son ?’ And when the cold corners 
of the King’s mouth began to thaw, there was a great 
motion of laughter among us, part real, part childlike, 
to be freed from the dulness—part royal, for King 
and kingling both laughed, and so we could not but 
laugh, as by a royal necessity—part childlike again— 
when we felt we had laughed too long and could not 
stay ourselves—many midriff-shaken even to tears, as 
sprmga giKh out after earthquakes—but from those, 
I mid before, there may come a conflagration— 
tho’, to keep tfee %u're moiilt sirid make it hold water, 


ladr^4tion of a lamentation ; 
feei up agaih*--fbr the moiment 
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Herbert. 

Thanks to the blessed Magdalen, whose day it is. 

Re-enter Henry and Becket. {During their confer¬ 
ence the Barons and Bishops of France and 
England come in at back of stage.) 

Becket. 

Ay, King! for in thy kingdom, as thou knowest, 

The spouse of the Great King, thy King, hath 
fallen— 

The daughter of Zion lies beside the way— 

The priests of Baal tread her underfoot— 

The golden ornaments are stolen from her- 

Henry. 

Have I not promised to restore her, Thomas, 

And send thee back again to Canterbury? 

Becket. 

Send back again those exiles of my kin 
Who wander famine-wasted thro^ the world. 

Henry. 

Have I not promised, man, to send them back ? 
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Bucket, 

Yet one thing more. Thou hast broken thro^ the pales 
Of privilege, crowning thy young son by York, 
London and Salisbury—^not Canterbury. 

Henry. 

York crown’d the Conqueror—not Canterbury. 
Becket. 

Thi^re. was-no Canterbury in William’s time. 


Henry. 

But Hereford, you know, crown’d the first Henry. 
Becket. 

But Anselm crown’d this Henry o’er again. 
Henry. 

■4ud thou shalt crown my Henry o’er again. 




Becket. 

Lththt>dd-‘Wiil that 1 
i^'dul cduintiHors*' 

of the Church on those 
the first. 
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Henry. 

Well, well, then—have thy way! 
It may be they were evil councillors. 

What more, my lord Archbishop? What more, 
Thomas ? 

I make thee full amends. Say all thy say, 

But blaze not out before the Frenchmen here. 

BECKEI’. 

More ? Nothing, so thy promise be thy deed. 

Henry (Jicidtng $ut his }mnd\ 

Give me thy hand. My Lords of France and England, 
My friend of Canterbury and myself 
Are now once more at perfect amity. 

Unkingly should I be, and most unknightly, 

Not striving still, however much in vain, 

I To rival him in Christian charity. 

Herbert. 

All praise to Heaven, and sweet St, Magdalen ,t 
Henry. 

And so farewell until we meet in England- 
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Becket. 

I fear, my $ege, we may not meet in England 
Henry. 

How, do you make me a traitor ? 


Becket. 


That be far from thee. 


No, indeed I 


’ Henry. 

Come, stay with us, then, 
Before you part for England 


Becket. 

I am bound 

For that one hour to stay with good King Louis, 
Who helpt me when none else. 


Herbert. 

He said thy life 

Wa^ ndt ’ohe hour’s worih in England save 
thW the kiss of peace. 



He fet you, Herbert 
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When I was in mine anger with King Louis, 

I sware I would not give the kiss of peaoe, 

Not on French ground, nor any ground but English, 
Where his cathedral stands. Mine old friend, 
Thomas, 

I would there were that perfect trust between us, 

That health of heart, once ours, ere Pope or King 
Had come between us ! Even now—^who knows ?— 

I might deliver all things to thy hand— 

If . . . but I say no more . . . farewell, my lord. 

Becket. 

Farewell, my liege! 

[jExit Henry, then the Barons and Bishops. 
Walter Map. 

There again! when the full fruit of the royal promise 
might have dropt into thy mouth hadst thou but opened 
it to thank him. 

Becket. 

H^ Jenced his royal promise with an if. 

Walter Map. 

And is the King’s if too high a stile for your lord- 
ship to overstep and come at all things in the next 
6eld? 
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Becket, 

Ay, if this be like the Devirs ^if 
Thou wilt fall down and worship me.’ 

Herbert. 

Oh, Thomas, 

I could fall down and worship thee, my Thomas, 

For thou hast trodden this wine-press alone. 

Becket. 

Nay, of the people there are many with me. 

Walter Map. 

I am not altogether with you, my lord, tho’ I am 
n<me of those that would raise a storm between you, 
ye should draw together like two ships in a calm, 
■^du wrong the King: he meant what he said to-day. 
Who shall vouch for his to-morrows? One word 
iurther. Doth not the of anything make the I 

fiiii^ss of it in estimation ? is not virtue prized mainly 
for te;^ity and great baseness loathed as an excep- 
rion for were all, my*ferdi noble as yourself, who 

all as base as—^who 
shaH IdHowk^g^who would 

look down My lord, you have put so 
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many of the King’s household out of communion, that 
they begin to smile at it. 

Becket. 

At their peril, at their peril- 

Walter Map. 

—For tho’ the drop may hollow out the dead stone, 
doth not the living skin thicken against perpetual whip¬ 
pings? This is the second grain of good counsel I 
ever proffered thee, and so cannot suffer by the rule of 
frequency. Have I sown it in salt ? I trust not, for 
before God I promise you the King hath many more 
wolves than he can tame in his woods of England, and 
if it suit their purpose to howl for the King, and you 
still move against him, you may have no less than to 
die for it; but God and his free wind grant your lord- 
ship a happy home-return and the King’s kiss of peace 
in Kent Farewell! I must follow the King. \Exit 

Hbrbkrt. 

Ay, andT warrant'the customs. Did the King 
Speak of the customs ? 


Becket. 

No I—To die for it— 
Klive.to die for it, I die to live for it 
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The State will die, the Church can never die. 

The King’s not like to die for that which dies \ 

But I must'die for that which never dies. 

It will be so—my visions in the Lord: 

It must be so, my friend! Ae wolves of England 
Must murder her one shepherd, that the sheep 
May feed in peace. False figure, Map w^ould say*. 
Earth’s fakes are heaveh’s truths. And when my 
Is inartyr’d mute, and this man disappears, 

Tlj^a^ perfect trust may come again between us,^, 
Andr:therd, there, there, not here I shall rejoice 
To find my stray sheep back within the fold. 

The crowd are scattering, let us move away 
And thence to England. 



ACT IV. 


Scene L —The Outskirts of the Bower. 

Geoffrey {coming out of the wood). 

Light again! light again 1 Margery ? no, that’s a 
finer thing there. How it glitters! 

Eleanor {entering). 

Come to me, little one. How earnest thou hither? 
Geoffrey. 

On my legs. 

Eleanor. 

And mighty pretty legs too. Thou art the prettiest 
chfld I ever saw. Wilt thou love me ? 

Geoffrey. 

No; I only love mother. 

Eleanor. 

Ay; and who is thy mother ? 
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Geoffrey. 

They call her- But she lives secret, you sea. 

Eleanor, 

Why? 

Geoffrey. 

Don’t know why. 

Eleanor. 

but some one comes to see her now and then- 
Who is he ? 

Geoffrey. 

Can’t tell 


' ' Eleanor. 

What does she call him? 


Geoffrey. 


m liege. 

w ' 


Eleanor. 
Bretty one, how earnest thou? 


Geoffrey^, 

There was a bit of yellow silk here and there, and 
it looked pretty like a ^owwofm, and I thought if 1 
followed it I should find the lairiee. 
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Eleanor. 

I am the fairy, pretty one, a good fairy to thy 
mother. Take me to her. 

Geoffrey. 

There are good fairies and bad fairies, and some¬ 
times she cries, and can’t sleep sound o’ nights because 
of the bad fairies. 

Eleanor. 

She shall cry no more; she shall sleep sound enough 
if thou wilt take me tO;her. I am her good fairy. 

Geoffrey. 

But you don’t look like a good fairy. Mother 
does. You are not pretty, like mother. 

Eleanor. 

We can’t all of us be as pretty as thou art---(<?^^«) 
little bastard. Come, here is a golden chain I will 
give thee if thou wilt lead me to thy mother. 

Geoffrey, 

No—no gold. Mother says gold spoils all Love 
is the only gold. 
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Eleanor. 

I love thy mother, my pretty boy. Show me where 
thou earnest out of the wood. 

Geoffrey. 

By this tree; but I don’t know if I can find t!he 
way back again. 

Eleanor, 
th^, ? 

Geoffrey. 

Very bad. Somebody struck him. 

Eleanor. 

4x? who was that ? 

(Seoffrey. 

he, bad bad a astrokjet 
or you’d have^heard his horn before now. Come 
along, then; We shall ^ here and there, and 

I w^t my%pper. . 
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Scene II.—Rosamund’s Bower, 


Rosamund. 

The boy so late; pray God, he be not lost 
I sent this Margery, and she comes not back; 
I sent another, and she comes not back. 

I go myself—so many alleys, crossings, 

PathSj avenues—nay, if I lost him, now 
The folds have fallen from the mystery, 

And left all naked, I were lost indeed. 


Enter Gec^^rev and Eleanor. 


Geoffrey, the pain thou hast put me to 1 

\Semg Eleanor. 
Ha, you! 


How came you hither? 


Er^EANOR. 

Your own child brought me hithit! 


Geoffrey. 

You said you couldn’t trust MargerJ^ and I watched 
her and followed her into the woods, and I lost her 
and went on and on till I found the light and tjie lady, 
and she says she cau make you sleep 0 ’ nights. 
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Rosamund. 

How dared you ? Know you not this bower is secret, 
Of and belonging to the King of England, 

More sacred than his forests for the chase ? 

Nay, nay, Heaven help you \ get you hence in haste 
Lest worse befall you. 


Eleanor. 

Child, I am mine own self 
Of and belonging to the King. The King 
Hath divers ofs and ons, ofs and belongings, 

Almost as many as your true’Mussulman— 
Belongings, paramours, whom it pleases him 
To call his wive^; but so it chances, child, 

That \ am'his main paramour, his sultana. 

, But since the fondest pair of doves will jar, 

EVn iti a cage of gold, we had words of late, 
th|reupon he call’d my children bastards. 

1^0^ believe .that you are married to him ? 


Rosamund. 


I ii 


ELEANOR; 

You mdst not believe it, 
Becau^^'i*tea# a wholesome medicine here 
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Puts that belief asleep. Your answer, beauty ! 

Do you believe that you are married to him ? 

Rosamund. 

Geoffrey, my boy, I saw the ball you lost in the 
fork of the great willow over the brook. Go. See 
that you do not fall in. Go. 

Geoffrey. 

And leave you alone wuth the good fairy. She calls 
you beauty, but I don^t like her looks. Well, you 
bid me go, and I’ll have my ball anyhow. Shall I find 
you asleep when I co^Sae back ? 

Rosamund. 

Go. {Exit Geoffrey. 

E1.EANOR. 

He is easily found again. Do you believe it? 

I pray you then to take my sleeping-draught; 

But if you should not care to take it—see 1 

\l^raw$ a dagger. 

What 1 have I scared the red rose from your face 
Into your heart. But this will find it there, 

And dig it from the root for ever. 

Rosamund. 


Help! help! 
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Eleanor. 

They say that walls have ears; but these, it seems, 
Have none! and I have none—to pity thee. 


Rosamund. 

I do beseech you—my child is so young, 

So backward too \ I cannot leave him yet. 

I am not so happy I could not die myself, 

th^ child ^ so young. You have children—his; 
And is the King’s child; so, if you love him— 
itym love him, there is great wrong done 
Somehow; but if you do not—tjtere a?re:thpse 
Who say you do not love him—let me go 
With ray young boy, and I will hide my face, 
Bkckeniand gipfyfy it; none shall know me; 

The King shall never he^J^ of me again, 

But I wjll beg :pay bread along the world 
pth my ^pung.bpyj^ and God will be our guide. 

Ipr ^^ant yo|i h^rm in any way, 

, can say^ ^ more, 

’ Eleanor. 

Will you fet you are not married to him ? 


ROSAMUNp. 
say it, if you wilL 
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Eleanor. 

Then is thy pretty boy a bastard ? 

Rosamund. 

No. 

Eleanor. 

And thou thyself a proven wanton ? 

Rosamund. 

No. 

I am none such. I never loved but one. 

I have heard of such that range from love to love, 
Like the wild beast—if you can call it love. 

I have heard of such—yea, even among those 
Who sit on thrones—I never saw any such, 

Never knew any such, and howsoever 
You do misname me, match’d with any such, 

:I am snow to mud. 

S ' 

Eleanor,, 

The more the pity then 

That thy true home—^the heavens-^ry out for thee 
Who art too pure for earth. 

JSnter Fitzurse. 

Fitzorse. 

Give her to me. 
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Eleanor. 

The Judas-lover of our passion-play 
Hath track’d us hither. 

Fitzurse. 

Well, why not? I follow’d 
You and the child: he babbled all the way. 

Give her to me to make my honeymoon. 

Eleanor. 

Ay, 4’S the bears love honey. Could you keep her 
Indungeon’d from one whisper of the wind, 

Dark even, from a side glance of the moon, 

And oubli^ed in the centre^-No ! 

I follow Out my hate and thy revenge. 

Fitzurse. 

You bad me take revenge another way— 

. ltd bring her to the dUst. . . . Come with me, love, 
Arid I Will'Idi^- thee. . . . Madam, let her live. 

burrow where the King 
Would miss h^ and for evet. 

El^anOr. 

How sayst thou, sweetheart? 
Wilt thdil'gd Ulii lini? he will ruarry thee 
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Rosamund. 

Give me the poison; set me free of him ! 

[Eleanor offers the vial 

No, no I I will not have it. 

Eleanor. 

Then this other, 

The wiser choice, because my sleeping-draught 
May bloat thy beauty out of shape, and make 
Thy body loathsome even to thy child; 

While this but leaves thee with a broken heart, 

A doll-face blanch’d and bloodless, over which 
If pretty Geoffrey do not break his own, 
jIt must be broken for him. 

Rosamund. 

O I see now 

Your purpose is to fright me—a troubadour 

You play with words. You had never used so many, 

Not if you meant it, I am sure. The child . . . 

No . . . mercy! No! {Kneels.) 

Eleanor. 

Play I . . . that bosom never 
Heaved under the King’s hand with such true passion 
As at this loveless knife that stirs the riot, 
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Which it mil quench in blood! Slave, if he love thee. 
Thy life is worth the wrestle for it: arise, 

And dash thyself against me’ that I may slay thee! 
The worm! shall I let her go ? But ha! what’s here ? 
By very God, the cross I gave the King! 

His village darling in some lewd caress 

Has wheedled it off the King’s neck to her own. 

By thy leave, beauty. Ay, the same! I warrant 
Thou hast sworn on this my cross a hundred times 
Never to leave hfen—aad that merits death. 

False oath on holy cross—^for thou must leave him 
To-day, but hot quite yet My good Fitaurse, 

The rurrhihg down (he chase is kindlier s^rt 
Ev’n than the death. Who knows but that thy lover 
May plead so pitifully, that I may spare thee ? 

Come hither, man; stand there, {To Hosatnund) 
Take thy one chafacd; 

Catch at the lart stratv. Kneel to thy lord Fitzurse; 
Crouch even bedttasfe thou hatest him; fawn upon 
hi® 


Rosamund { rising ). 

1 am a Clifford, 

My'sorrsnCHffiw# and Pkntagenet 
I anr-t® <»e;tlteB^i^:hi!»’ there Skad; beside thee 
One who mi^dr^sq^Wt*‘thy'ds^^er, if he 



SCEKE II. 


BkCKMT, 


159 


Had aught of man, or thou of woman; or I 
Would bow to such a baseiness .as would make mfe 
Most worthy of it: both of us will die, 

And I will fly with my sweet boy to heaven, 

And shriek to all the saints among the stars: 

' Eleanor of Aquitaine, Eleanor of England \ 

Murder’d by that adulteress Eleanor, 

Whose doings are a horror to the east, 

A hissing in the west V Have we not heard 
Raymond of Poitou, thine own uncle—nay, 

Geoifrey Plantagenet, thine own husband’s father— 

Nay, ev’n the accursed heathen Saladdeen- 

Strike ! 

I challenge thee to meet me before God 
Answer me there. 

Eleanor {raising the dagger). 

This in thy bosom, fool, 
And after in thy bastard’s ! 

Enter BECKET from behind. Catches hold of her arm. 
Becket, 

Murderess! 

[ The daggerfalls; they stare at one another. After a pause. 

‘ Eleanor. 

My lord, we know you proud of your fine haihd, 
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gut having now admired it long enough, 

We fip,^ that it is migl^er than it seems— 

At least mine own is fr^er; you are laming it. 


Becket. 

And lamed and maim’d to dislocation, better 
Than raised to take a life which Henry bad me 
Guard from the stroke that dooms thee after death 
To wail in deathless flame. 

Eleanor. 

* Nor you, nor I 

Haye^ow to learn, my lord, that our good Henry 
Says man^ a thing in sudden heats, which he 
Gainiays by ne!xt sunrising—often ready 
To tear himself for having said as much. 

My lord, Fitzurse- 

Becket. 

He too 1 what dost thou here? 
Dares the bear slouch int^ the lion’s den ? 

^y^ward plunge of his paw would rend away 
Eyesight and manhood, life itself, from thee. 

Go, tet I blast thee with anathema, 

Ahd naake thee a world’s horror. 




My lord, I shalL 


Fitzurse. 
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Becket. 

I do remember thee; 

I.est I remember thee to the lion, go. 

\Exit Fitzurse. 

Take up your dagger; put it in the sheath. 

Eleanor. 

Might not your courtesy stoop to hand it me ? 

But crowns must bow when mitres sit so high. 

Well—well—too costly to be left or lost. 

\^Picks up the dagger, 
I had it from an Arab soldan, who, 

When I was there in Antioch, marvelled at 
Our unfamiliar beauties of the west ^ 

But wonder^ more at my much constancy 
To the monk-king, Louis, our former burthen, 

From whom, as being too kin, ^ou know, my lord, 
God’s grace and Holy Church deliver’d us. 

I think, time given, I could ^ave talk’d him out of 
liis ten wives into one. Look at the hilt. 

What excellent workmanship. In our poor west 
We cannot do it so well. 

Becket. 

We can do worse. 

Madam, I saw your dagger at her throat ; 

I heard your savage cry. 

M 
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Eleanor. 

Well acted, was it? 

A comedy meant to seem a tragedy— 

A feint, a fatce. My honest lord, you are known 
Thro^ all the courts of Christendom as one 
That mars a cause with over-violence. 

You have wrong’d Fitzurse. I speak not of myself. 
We thought to scare this minion of the King 
Back from her churchless commerce with the King 
To the fond arms of her first love, Fitzurse, 

^Vho swore to marry her. You have spoilt the farce. 
My savage cry ? Why, she—she—when I strove 
Tq work against her license for her good, 

Bartd out at me such monstrous charges, that 
The King himself, for love of his own sons, 

If hearihg, would have spum’d her ; whereupon 
I menaced her with th^, as when we threaten 
A yelper with a stick. Nay, I deny not 
• That i was somewhat anger’d. t>o you hear me ? 
^Believe or no] I care not. You have lost 
\TheeW of the islng. I have it.... My lord Paramount, 
i)ur great High-priest, will not your Efoliness 
" Vouchee a gracious answer^p your Queen ? 

Rosamund l^h hot answered yon one ward; 
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Madam, I will not answer you one word. 

Daughter, the world hath trick’d thee. Leave it, 
daughter; 

Come thou with me to Godstow nunnery, 

And live what may be left thee of a life 
Saved as by miracle alone with Him 
Who gave it. 

Rt-^nUr Geoffrey. 

Geoffrey. 

Mother, you told me a great fib: it wasn’t in the 
willow. 

Becket. 

Follow us, my son, and we will find it for thee— 

Or something manlier. 

\Exeunt Becket, Rosamunp, and Geoffrey, 

* Eleanor. 

The world hath trick’d her—that’s the King; if so, 
Ifhere was the farce, the feint—not mine. And yet 
I am all but sure my dagger was a feint 
Till the worm turn’d—not life shot up in blood, 

But death drawn in;— (loaktng at the viat) this was no 
feint then ? no. 

But can I swear to that, had she but given 
P^ain a«j,swer to plain qtl^ry ? nay, methinks 
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Had she but bow’d herself to meet the wave 
Of humiliation, worshipt whom she loathed, 

I should have let her be, scorn’d her too much 
To harm her. Henry—Becket tells him this— 

To take my life might lose him Aquitaine. 

Too politic for that. Imprison me ? 

No, for it came to nothing—only a feint. 

Did she not tell me I was playing on her? 

I’ll swear to mine own self it was a feint. 

Why should I swear, Eleanor, who am, or was, 
A,,soyerfi§:^ power The King plucks out their eyes 
Who anger him, and shall not I, the Queen, 

Tear out her heart—^kill, kill with knife or venom 
One of his. slanderous harlots ? ‘ None of such ? ’ 

I love her none the more. Tut, the chance gone, 
not for him; one point is gain’d. 

© I, that thro’ the Pope divorced King Louis, 
Scorning his monkery,-^ that wedded Henry, 
Honouring his manhood—^will he not mock at me 
The )eak)us ’fool balk’d of her will—with Mm ? 
lfeut %e*and he must never meet again. 

Reginald 

:at yonr pleasure. 
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Eleanor. 

My pleasure is to have a man about me. 

Why did you slink away so like a cur ? 

Fitzurse. 

Madam, I am as much man as the King. 

Madam, I fear Church-censures like your King. 

Eleanor. 

He grovels to the Church when he^s black-blooded, 
But kinglike fought the proud archbishop,—kinglike 
Defied the Pope, and, like his kingly sires, 

The Normans, striving still to break or bind 

The spiritual giant with our island laws 

And customs, made me for the moment proud 

Ev’n of that stale Church-bond which link’d me with 

, him ^ 

To bear him kingly sons. I am not so sure 
But that I love him still. Thou as much man! 

No more of that \ we will to France and be 
Beforehand with the King, and brew from out 
This Godstow-Becket intermeddling such 
A strong hate-philtre as may madden him—madden 
Against his priest beyond ah hellebore. 
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Scene I .—Castk in Normandy. JSing^s Chamber, 

Henry, Roger of York, Fouot, Jocelyn of 
“ Salisbury. 

Roger of York. 

Nay, nay, my liege. 

Ho rides abroad with aimed followers, 

Hath b^hen all his promises to thyself, 

Qmed 2^, anathematised ns right and left, 

Stirred up a party there against your son— 

Henry. 

Rc^er of Yorl^ you 'always hated him, 

Even wh^ ^pu,both were boys at Theobald's. 

a, . ^GER OF York. 

I J arrogance. 

In mine ow^ canse I strove against him there, 

A.nd in thy cans® I sj^e against him now. 
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Henry. 

I cannot think he moves against my son, 

Knowing right well with what a tenderness 
He loved my son. 

Roger of York. 

Before yon made him king. 

Bat Becket ever moves agamst a king. 

The Church is all—the crime to be a king. 

We trust your Royal Grace, lord of more land 
Than any crown in Europe, will not yield ^ 

To lay your neck beneath your citizens^ 

Henry. 

Not to a Gregory of my throning ! No. 

Foliot. 

My royal liege, in aiming at your love, 

It may be sometimes I have overshot 
My duties to our Holy Mother Church, 

Tho’ all the world allows I fall no inch 
Behind this Becket, rather go beyond 
In scourgings, macerations, mortifyings, 

Fasts, disciplines that clear tht sp^irituaJ.eye, 

And break the soul from earth. Let* all that be. 

I boast uot: but you know^hso^ all this quanel 
I ^11 hayo cleaved to the crown, in hope the crown 
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Would cleave to me that but obey’d the crown, 
Crowning your son; for which our loyal service, 

And since we likewise swore to obey the customs, 
iYork and myself, and our good Salisbury Here, 

Are push’d from out com^twon of the Church. 

JpcELW'oF Salisbury. 

Becket hath trodden pirits like worngis, my liege; 
Trodden one half dejp4l^phe half, but half alive, 
to I the* King. 

Henry { aside ). 

Take care o’ thyself, O King. 

Jocelyn of Salisbury. 

.Being lb crush’d and so humiliated 
We sweety dare to bless ttie food we eat 
Because of Becket. 

Henry. 

What would ye have me do ? 
Roger 5f York. 

^^mmon ydnt bafons ; take their counsel: yet 
I know—csould swear—lorig as Becket breathes, 
Your Gxaii!l quiet hour. 

Hsiwy- • 

pray you do tt'of wOrk upon the.' 
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I see your drift... it may be so . . . and yet 
You know me easily anger’d. Will you hence ? 

He shall absolve you . . . you shall have redress. 

I have a dizzying headache. Let me rest. 

I’ll call you by and by. . 

\Eoc§unt Roger of York, Folioi> and Jocelyuj 
OF Salisbury. 

’Would he were dead 1 I have lost all love for him. 

If God would take him iil Some sudden way— 

Would he were dead. [Lies 

Page (entering), 

. My liege, the Queen of Englcmd. 

Henry. 

God’s eyes! [Starting up. 

Enter Eleanor. 

Eleanor. 

Of England? Say of Aquitaine. 

I am no Queen of England. I had dream’d 
I was the bride of England, and a queen. 

Henry. 

. ’ 4t 

And,—while you dream’d you were the bride of 
|England,— 

Sfferiwg her baby-king against me ? ha 1 
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Eleanor. 

The brideless Becket is thy king and mme : 

I will go live and die in Aquitaine. 

HENity. 

ifexcept I clap tliee into prison here,, 

Lest thou jshouldst play the wanton there again. 
Ha, you of Aquitaine 1 Q you of Aquitaine ! 
Y<^i^ere ,but Aquitaine to Louis—no wife; 
ifeu are oi4j^Aquita&e to me—no wife. 

Eleanor. 

And why, my lord, should I be wife to one 
That onjy wedded me for Aqyitaine ? 

Yet thi^';n 9 *vfife—her six and thirty sail 
Of Provence blew you to yoift English throne; 
And this no wife has bom you four brave sons, 
And one of them at least is like to prove 
Bigger in^^pqr .^mall. world than thou art 

Henry. 

Ay-^- 

Richard, i£4ie ^^ne—I hoj^e him mine. 

But thou art hike *^ough to make him thine. 


. tl^LEANOR. 
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Henry. 

Methought I fiad recover’d of the Becket, 

That all was planed and bevell’d smooth again^ 

Save from some hateful cantrip of thine own. 

Eleanor. 

I will go live and die in Aquitaine. 

I dream’d I. was the consort of a king, 

Not one who^ back his priest has^ broken. 

. , Henry. 

4 ;. What I 

‘ Is t^e end come ? You, will you crown my foe 
' My' victor in midrbattle ? I will be 
Sole master of my house. * The’ end is rmne. 

What game, what juggle, what devilry are you 
playing ? 

Why do you thrust this Becket on me again? 
Eleanor. 

Why ? for I am true wife, and have my fears 
Lest Becket thrust you even from your throne. 

Do you know this cross, my lie^? 

Henry (iurnitt^ , 

' “ .Away l . N^t I. 
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Not ev’n the central diamond, worth,. I:think, 
Half of the Antioch whence I had it 


Henry. 

That? 


Eleanor. 

I gave it you, and you your paramour \ 
She sends it back, as being dead to earth', 
So dead henceforth to you. 


Henry. 

Deadl you have murder’d ItcaPi 
Found out her secret bc^^^and murder’d her. 


Eleanor. 

Your BeCkbt Knew th6 secret of yout bow6f. 
Henry (calling out ), 

' . ^ ‘ 1 -t' ■ f. ' ' ■ ■ ■ I 

Ho ther^iil^T^isei^ pf life is hopeless prison. 
Eleanor. 

And say to ttot ? 

hopeless prison. 
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Henry. 

can I free her from the grave ? 

Eleanor. 

You are too tragic ; both of us are players 
In such a comedy as our court of Provence 
Had laughed at. That's a delicate Latin lay 
Of Waltei& M^p : the lady holds the cleric 
Lovelier than any soldier, his poor tonsure 
A crown of lilnpire. Will you have it again? 

" {Offering the cross. He dashes it dorm,) 

'Cupid, that is too irreverent, 
mine once more. (Puts it on,) 

'1 Your cleric hath your lady. 

Nay, what uncomely faces^could he see you! 

Foam at the mouth because King Thomas, lord 
Not onlybf your vassals but amours, 

Thro' chastest honour of the Decalogue 
Hath used the full authority of his Church 
To put her into CJbdstow nunnery. 

Henry. 

To put her into Godstow nunnery 
He dared not—liar 1 yet, yet I 
I do rem^ember. 

He^tg.d me put her into a ttutinety^" 
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Into Godstow, into Hellstow, Devilstow! 

The Church ! the Church! 

God^s eyes! I would the Church were down in hell 1 

\Exit 

Eleanor. 

Aha! 

Mnttr the four Knights. 

Fitzurse. 

TVhat made the King cry out so furiouslj ? 

Eleanor. 

Our Becket, who will not absolve the Bishops. 

I think four have cause to love this Becket 

Fitzurse. 

I hate him for his insolence to all. 

De Tracy. 

^d I for aft his insolence to thee. 

WPeBri?o. , 

^.him ismy reason, 
|o^.,ahypocrite. , 
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De Morville. 

I do not love him, for he did his best 
To break the barons, and now braves the King. 

Eleanor. 

Strike, then, at once, the King would have him—See! 
Re-enter Henry. 

Henry. 

Nb man to love me, honour me, obey me! 

Sluggards and fools I 

The slave that eat my bread has kick’d his King! 

The dog I cramm’d with dainties womed me 1 
The fellow that on a lame jade came to court, 

A ragged cloak for saddle—he, he, be, 

To shaken my throne, to push into chamber— 

My bed, where ev’n the slave is private-^he— 

I’ll have her out again, he i^all absolve 
The bishops—th^ but did my will—not you— 
Sluggards and fools, why do you stand and stare? 
you are no king’s men—^you—you—you aie Becket’s 
^ men, . ‘ v 

Down with King Henry 1 up tb» Archbishop 1 ' 
Will no man free me from this pestilent priest ? \ExiU 
\The Knights draw thm ^ mvords . 
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Eleanor. 

Are ye king’s men ? I am king’s woman, L 

The Knights. 

King’s men ! King’s men ! 

Scene II .—A Room in Canterbury Monastery. 
Beck-Et and John of Salisbury. 

Becket. 

York said so ? 

John of Salisbury. 

Yes: a man may take good counsel 
Ev’n from , his foe* 

York will say anything. 

What is he saying now? gone to the King * 

And. taken , ibur anathema witli him* York 1 
Can the King de-anathematise this York? 

John of Salisbury. 
would dion hadst return’d to England, 
Like wise frince of this world from his wars, 
a*n<i mktesty 

ihast^ raised the jv^orld against 



SCENE II. 


BECKET. 


177 


Becket. 

Why, John, my kingdom is not of this world 

John of Salisbury. 

If it were more of this world it might be 

More of the next A policy of wise pardon 

Wins here as well as there. To bless thine enemies- 

Becket. 

Ay^ mine, not Heaven’s. 

John of Salisbury. 

And may there not be something 
Of this world’s leaven in thee tpo, when crying 
On Holy Church to thunder out her rights 
And thine own wrong so pitilessly. Ah, Thomas, 
^he lightnings that we think are only Heaven’s 
- Fla^ sometimes out of earth against the heavens. 
^The soldier, when he lets his whole self go 
lost>in the common good, the common wrong, 

^kes truest ev'n for his own self. 1 crave 
lily p^don—I have still thy leave to speak. 

hast Vaged God’s war against the King; and 
yet 

We are self-uncertain creatures, and we may, 

N 
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Yea, even when we know not, mix our spites 
And private hates with our defence of Heaven. 

\Enter Edward Grim, 

Becket. 

Thou art but yesterday from Cambridge, Grim ; 

What say ye there of Becket ? 

Grim. 

/ believe him 

The bravest in our roll of Primates down 
From Austin—^there are some—for there are men 
Of canker’d judgment everywhere- 


With yirith York against me. 


Who hold 


Grim. 

Well, my 

JTstranger monk desires access to you. 

Becket, 

York ag9fc|t<5^tea?)teiy, York against GoS I 
I am open to hifi. - 

1^// Grim* 
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Enter Rosamund as a Monk. 

Rosamund. 

Can I speak with you 

Alone, my father ? 

Beckei'. 

Come you to confess ? 


• Not now. 


Rosamund. 


Becket. 

Then speak; this is my other self, 
Who like my conscience never lets me be. 


Rosamund (throwing hack the cowl), 
i kn<&w hftn; bur good John of Salisbury. 

Becket. 

r^aking already from thy noviciate 
To^unge into this bitter world again— 

These wells of MaraJi . I am grieved, my daugliter.?^ 
^ thought that I had made a peace for thee. 

M Rosamund. 

Small peace was mine in my noviciate, father. 

Thro' ill closed doors a dreadful whisper crept’ 

That thou l^ouldst excommunicate the King. 
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I could not eat, sleep, pray: I had with me 
The monk’s disguise thou gavest me for my bower : 

I think our Abbess knew it and allow’d it 
I fled, and found thy name a charm to get me 
Food, roof, and rest I met a robber once, 

I told him I was bound to see the Archbishop \ 

^ Pass on,’ he said, and in thy name I pass’d 
From house to house. In one a son stone-blind 
Sat by his mother’s hearth: he had gone too far 
Into the King’s own woods; and the poor mother, 
Soon as she learnt I was a friend of thine. 

Cried out against the cruelty of the King. 

I said it was the King’s courts, not the King; > \ 

But she would not believe me, and she yrish’d 
The Church were kingj she had seen the Archbishop 
once, 

So mild, so kind. The people lo^^thee, father. 


Becket. 


P^^^twhen I w^^Qhancellor to the King, 
I fear i was as cruel as the King.; 


Rqsamund. 

Ctuel ? i^oj^it is the kw, not he; 
TJxe custon^ ^“llbe realm. 
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Becket. 

The customs! customs! 
Rosamund. 

My lord, you have not excommunicated him ? 

Oh, if you have, absolve him 1 

Becket. 

Daughter, daughter, 
Deal not with things you know not 

^ Rosamund. 

I know him, 

\\Then you have done it, and I callj;^7z^ cruel. 

John of Salisbury. 

No, daughter, you mistake our good Archbishop; 

For pnce in France the King had been harsh. 

He thought to excommunicate —^Thomas, 

You could not—old affection mister'd you, 

You falt^^d into tears. 

Rosamund. 


God bless him for it 
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Nay, make not a woman, John of Salisbury, 
Nor make me traitor to my holy office. 

Did not a man’s voice ring along the aisle, 

‘The King is sick and almost unto death.’ 

How could I excommunicate him then ? 

Rosamund. 

And wilt thou excommunicate him now ? 

Becket. 

Daughter, my time is short, I shall not do it. 
And were it longer—well—I should not do it. 

Rosamund. 

Thanks in this life, and in the life to come. 

Becket. 

Get thee nunnery with all haste; 

!Let this be .^hy last Uespass. But one <juestion 
How fares thy pretty boy,^ the little Geoffrey*? 
No fever, cough, croup, sickness ? 

Rosamund. 


No, but saved 
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From all that by our solitude. The plagues 
That smite the city spare the solitudes. 

Becket. 

God save him from all sickness of the soul! 
Thee too, thy solitude among thy nuns, 

May that save thee 1 Doth he remember me ? 


I warrant him. 


Rosamund. 

BECKKr. 

He is marvellously like thee. 


Liker the King. 


Rosamund. 

BeJcket. 
No, daughter. 


Rosamund. 

; Ay^ but wait 

Till his nose rises; he will be veryAing. 


, , Becket. 

i 

EVn-i^; but think not of the King: faiewell! 
Rosamund. 

My lord, the city is full of armed men. 
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Becket. 

Ev’n so: farewell! 

Rosamund. 

I will but pass to vespers, 

And breathe one prayer for my liegedord the King, 
His child and mine own soul, and so return. 


Becket. 

Pray for me too: much need of prayer have I. 

[Rosamund kneels and goes . 
Dan John, how much we lose, we celibates, 

Lacking the love of woman and of child. 


John of Salisbury. 


More gain ^an loss ; for of your wives you shall 
Find one a slut whose fairest linen seems 
Foul as her dust-cloth, if she used it—one 
So charged wijji tongue, that every thread of thought 
Is broken ere it jdins—a shrew to boot, 

Whose evil song far on into the night 

to ^e topmost tile-^ho hope but deai^:; 



sio% ia^^white, a burthen of the hearth 
one that bejng thwarted ever swoons 
^eps herself into the of power; 
one an uxm^m^em Iby^ 
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So rare the household honeymaking bee, 

Man’s help! but we, we have the Blessed Virgin 
For worship, and our Mother Church for bride \ 

And all the souls we saved and father’d here 
Will greet us as our babes in Paradise. 

What noise was that ? she told us of arm’d men 
Here in the city. Will you not withdraw ? 

Becket. 

I once was out with Henry in the days 
When Henry loved me, and we came upon 
A wild-fowl sitting on her nest, so still 
I reach’d my hand and touch’d; she did not stir \ 
The snow had frozen round her, and she sat 
Stone-dead upon a heap of ice-cold eggs. 

Look ! how this love, this mother, runs thro’ all 
The world God made—even the beast—^the bird I 

John of Salisbury. 

^ Ay, still a lover of the beast and bird ? 

3ut these arm’d men—will you not hide yourself? 
Perchance the fierce De Brocs from Saltwood Castle, 
To as^^our Holy Mother lest she brood 

long o’er this hard egg, the world, and send 
Her whole heart’s heat into it, till it break 
Into young angels. Pray you, hide yourself. 
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Becket. 

There was a little fair-hair’d Norman maid 
Lived in my mother’s house; if Rosamund is 
The world’s rose, as her name imports her—she 
\^as the world’s lily. 

John of Salisbury. 

Ay, and what of her ? 

Becket. 

She died of leprosy. 

John of Salisbury. 

I know not why 

You,c^)l these old things back again, my lord. 
Becket. 

The drowning man, tjiey ^ay, remembers all 
The^cJ^^egs of his life, jus^t ere he dies. 

, John of Salisbury,, 

^y—tffeteR^’d menr-^will*jF^?^5^ At<ymxiy0utulf^ 
^€K:Sses h^fe tsfe meed of 
\|fifc^wilJte’4h^F^’\^heii'he‘might escape. 
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Becket. 

What day of the week ? Tuesday ? 

John of Sausbuiiy. 

Tuesday, my lord, 

Becket. 

On a Tuesday was I born, and on a Tuesday 
Baptized \ and on a Tuesday did I fly 
Forth from Northampton; on a Tuesday pass’d 
From England into bitter banishment; 

On a Tuesday at Pontigny came to me 
The ghostly warning of my martyrdom; 

On a Tuesday from mine exile I return’d, 

And on a Tuesday- 

[Tracy enUr $^ then Fitzurse, De Brito, and 
De Morville. Monks following , 

—on a Tuesday-Tracy ! 

A longsilence^broken by ' FiTZV ' BS ' Ksaying ^ contemfluously ^ 

God help thee 1 

John of Salisbury { aside ). 

How the good Archbishop redden^ I 
Ht never yet could brook the note of scorn. 
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Fitzurse. 

My lord, we bring a message from the King 
Beyond the water; will you have it alone, 

Or with these listeners near you ? 

Becket. 

As you will. 

Fitzurse. 

Nay, zs^you will. 

Becket. 

Nay, z.%you will. 

John of Salisbury. 

Why then 

Better perhaps to speak with them apart. 

Let us withdraw. 

\All go out except the four Knights and Becket. 

• Fitzurse. 

We are aU aione with him. 

Shajl I not smite him with his own cross-staff? 

De Morville. 

Life:do<?r is open: let him be. 
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Fitzurse. 

The King condemns your excommunicating- 

Becket. 

This is no secret, but a public matter. 

In here again ! 

[John of Salisbury and Monks return . 
Now, sirs, the King’s commands! 

Fitzurse. 

The King beyond the water, thro’ our voices, 
Commands you to be dutiful and leal 
To your young King on this side of the water, 

Not scorn him for the foibles of his youth. 

What 1 you would make his coronation void 
By cursing those who crown’d him. Out upon you! 

Becket. 

Reginald, all men know I loved the Prince. 

His father gave him to my care, and I 
Became his second father: he had his faults. 

For which I would have laid mine own life down 
To help him from them, since indeed I loved him. 
And love him next after my lord his father. 

Rather than dim the splendour of his crown 
I fain would treble and quadruple it 
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With revenues, realms, and golden provinces 
So that were done in equity. 

Fitjzurse. 

You have broken 

Your bond of peace, your treaty with the King-— 
Wakening such brawls and loud disturbances 
In England, that he calls you oversea 
To answer for it in his Norman courts. 

Becket. 

Prate not of bonds, for never, oh, never again 
Shall the waste voice of the bond-breaking sea 
Divide me from the mother church of England, 

My Canterbury. Loud disturbances ! 

Oh, ay—the bells rang out even to deafening, 

Organ! and pipe, and dulcimer, chants and hymns 
In all the churches, trumpets in the halls, 

Sobs, laughter, cries ; they spread their raiment down 
Before me—woujd have made my pathway flowers, 
Save that it, was mid-winter in the street, 

But fujl,raid-summer in those honest hearts. 

Fitzui?.se. 

The King commahds you to absolve the bishops 
Whora jou have excoramtinicated. 
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Becket. 

I? 

Not I, tlie Pope. Ask him for absolution. 

Fitzurse. 

But you advised the Pope. 


Becket. 

And so I did. 

They have but to submit 

The Four Knights. 

The King commands you. 

We are all King’s men. 


Becket. 

King’s men at least should know 
That their own King dosed with me la.st July 
That I should pass the censures of the Church 
On those that crown’d young Plenry in this realm, 
And trampled on the rights of Canterbury. 

Fitzurse. 

What! dare you charge the King with treachery ? 

He sanction thee to excommunicate 

The prelates whom he chose to crown his son 
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Becket. 

I spake no word of treachery, Reginald. 

But for the truth of this I make appeal 
To all the archbishops, bishops, prelates, barons. 
Monks, knights, five hundred, that were there and 
heard. 

Nay, you yourself were there : you heard yourself. 


Fitzurse. 

I was not there. 

Becket, 

I saw you there. 


You were. 


Fitzurse. 


I was not 


Becket. 

I never forget anything. 


Fitzurse. 

He m^es the King a traitor, me a liar. 
How long shall we forbear him? 


John of Salisbury {drawing Becket aside ), 

’ ’ ' O my good lord, 

Speak with them privately on this hereafter, 
they'l^ve been revelling, and I fear 
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Are braced and brazen’d up witli Christmas wines 
For any murderous brawl. 

Becket. 

And yet they prate 

Of mine, my brawls, when those, that name themselves 
Of the King’s part, have broken down our barns, 
Wasted our diocese, outraged our tenants, 

Lifted our produce, driven our clerics out— 

Why they, your friends, those ruffians, the Dc Brocs, 
They stood on Dover beach to murder me, 

They slew my stags in mine own manor here, 
Mutilated, poor brute, my sumpter-mule. 

Plunder’d the vessel full of Gascon wine. 

The old King’s present, carried off the casks, 

Kill’d half the crew, dungeon’d the other half 
In Pevensey Castle- 


De Morville. 

Why not rather then, 

If this be so, complain to your young King, 

Not punish of your own authority ? 

Becket. 

Mine enemies burr’d all access to the boy. 

They knew he loved me. 

Hugh, Hugh, how proudly you exalt your head ! 
Nay, when they seek to overturn our rights, 


o 
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I ask no leave of king, or mortal man, 

To set them straight again. Alone I do it. 

Give to the King the things that are the King's, 

And those of God to God. 

Fttotrse. 

Threats! threats ! ye hear him. 
What I will he ejccommunicate all the world ? 

\ijLe Knights come round Beckkt. 

De Tracy. 

He shall not , 

De Brito. 

Well, as yet—I should be grateful— 
He hath not excommunicated 7 ne , 

Becket. 

Because thou wast horn excommunicate. 

I never spied in thee one gleam of grace. 

; De Brito. 

Your Ch^^an’s Christian charity 1 

Becket 

By St . Denis-—> 
De Brito.; , 

Ay, by Sit Denis,i tew twill ht Bame out, ^ 

Anckiose hfe^^d^as old-St Denis did 
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Becket. 

Ye think to scare me from my loyalty 
To God and to the Holy Father. No! 

Tho’ all the swords in England flash’d above me 
Ready to fall at Henry’s word or yours— 

Tho’ all the loud-lung’d trumpets upon earth 
Blared from the heights of all the thrones of her kings, 
Blowing the world against me, 1 would stand 
Clothed with the full authority of Rome, 

Mail’d in the perfect panoply of faith, 

First of the foremost of their files, who die 
For God, to people heaven in the great day 
When God makes up his jewels. Once I fled— 
Never again, and you—I marvel at you— 

Ye know what is between us. Ye have sworn 
Yourselves my men when I was Chancellor— 

My vassals—and yet threaten your Archbishop 
In his own house. 

Knights. 

Notbii^ can be betfwecn us 
That goes against our fealty td the King. 

Fitzurse. 

And in his name we charge you that ye keep 
^ This traitor from escaping. 
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Becket. 

Rest you easy, 

For I am easy to keep. I shall not fly. 

Here, here, here will you find me. 

De Morville. 

Know you not 

You have spoken to’the peril of your life? 

Becket. 

As I shall speak again. 

Fitzurse, De Tracy, and De Brito. 

To arms 1 

\Thty rush out, De Morviixe lingers, 
Becket. 

De Morville, 

I had thought so well of you; and even now 
You see«|^ least assassin of the four. 

Oh, d6 darUh youi;s® fbr company! 

Is it too late for^ tne td^Ve your soul ? 

I pray you for one moment stay and speak. 

De Morvii^le. 

Becket, it is too [EsqU, 
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Becket. 

Is it too late ? 

Too late on earth may be too soon in hell 

Knights {in the distance). 

Close the great gate—ho, there—upon the town. 

Becket*s Retainers. 

Shut the hall-doors. [A pause, 

Becket. 

You hear them, brother John; 
Why do you stand so silent, brother John ? 

John of Salisbury, 

For I was musing on an ancient saw, 

Suaviter in modo^ fortiter in re^ 

Is strength less strong when hand-in-hand with grace ? 
Gratior in pulchro corpore virtus. Thomas, 

Why should you heat yourself for such as ^ese ? 

BECKEt? 

Methought I answer’d moderately enough. 

John of Salisbury. 

As one that blows the coal to cool the ire. 
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My lord, I marvel why you never lean 
On any man's advising biit your own. 

Becket. 

Is it so, Dan John? well, what should I have done? 
John of Salisbury. 

You should Jiave taken counsel with your friends 
Before these bandits brake into your presence. 

They seek—you make—occasion for your death. 

Becket. 

My counsel is already taken, John. 

I am prepared to die. .5 ^ 

JqHN OF Salisbury 

. We are sinners all, 
The best of all not all-prepared to die. 

Becket. 

God's will b^ done! 

L % •' J 

John 9? Salisbury. 

Ay, well. God's will be done 1 

Grim ( re - entering . 

My lord, are krmiiig ifi the garden 

Beneath 
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Becket, 

Good ! let them arm. 


Grim. 


And one of the De Erocs is with theiB^ Robert, 
The apostate monk that was with Randulf here. 
He knows the twists and turnings of the place. 


No fear! 


Becket. 

Grim. 


^ No fear, my lordL 
\Crashes on the halMoors . 


The Monks Jke . 


Becket { rising . 

Our dovecote flown I 

I cannot tell why monks should all be cowards. 


John of Sausijury. 

Take refuge in your own cathedral, Thohias. 


Becket. 

Do they not fight the Great Fiend day by day ? 
Valour and holy life should go together. 

Why should all monks be cowatds ? 
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John of Salisbury. 

Are they so f* 

I say, take refuge in your own cathedral. 

Becket. 

Ay, but I t6ld tlem I would wait them herd 
“ Grim. 

May they not say you dared not show yourself 
In your old place ? and vespers are beginning. 

[BeU rings for vespers till end of scene. 
You should attend the office, give them heart. 

They fear you slain: they dread they know not what 

ii Becket. 

Ay, monks, not ifien. 

Grim. 

I am a monk, my lord. 

Perhaps, my lord, you wrong us. 

Some wdil^tand by you*to the death. 

Becket. 


OF BaUISEURY. 
He said, ^ At^d Ajiifellce.' 


Your pardon. 
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Eecket. 

Attend the office ? 

Why then—The Cross !—who bears my Cross be¬ 
fore me ? 

Methought they would have brain^ irie with it, John. 

{[Grim ^a^es it 

Grim.- ‘ , 

I! Would that 1 could bear thy cross indeed 1 
Becket. 

The Mitre! 

John of Salisbury. 

Will you wear it ?—there ! 

[Becket /u/s on the entire, 

Becket. 

The Pall! 

I go to meet my King! \Puts on the pall 

Grim. 

To meet the King ? 

\Crasfits on the doors as they go out 

John of Salisbury. 

Why do you move with such a stateliness ? 

Can you not hear them yonder fike a storm, 

Battering the doors, and breakingthro’ the walls ? 
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Becket, 

Why do th^ heathen rage? My two good friends, 
What mattefs murder’d here, or murder’d there ? 

And yet my dream foretold my martyrdom 
In mine own church. It is God’s will. Go on. 

Nay, drag'me Hot. We must not seem to fly. 

Scene III. Transept of Canterbury Cathedral 
On the right hand a flight of steps leading to the 
Choiry another flight on the lefty leading to the 
North Aisle, Winter afternoon slowly darkening. 
Low thunder npw and then of an approaching 
storm. Monks heard chanting the service, Rosa- 
kneeling, 

Rosamund. 

O blessed saint^ O glorious Benedict,— 

These arm’d men in the city, these fierce faces— 

Thy holy follower founded Canterbury— 

Save tot deai?.head which now is Canterbury, 
saved my life, he saved my child, 

Save him, his blood would darken Henry’s name; 
Save hkn till all as saintly as thyself 
He miss the seardiitig j|ame’ of pxirgatory, 

And pass sit otice perfect’to Paradise. 

steps and voices in the cloisters. 
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Hark! Is it they ? Coming! He is not here— 

Not yet, thank heaven. O save him ! 

[Goes up steps leading to choir. 

Becket (enlermg, forced along by John of Salisburv 
and Grim). 

No, I tell you ! 

I cannot bear a hand upon my person, 

Why do you force me thus against iny will? 

Grim. 

My lord, we force you from your enemies. 

Becket. 

As you would force a king from being crown’d. 

John of Salisbury. 

We must not force the crown of martyrdom. 

\Service stops. Monks come down from the 
stairs that lead to the choir. 

Monks. 

Here is the great Archbishop ! He lives! he lives ! 
Die with him, and be glorified together. 

Becket. 

Together ? ... get you back! go on with the office. 
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Monks. 

Come, then, with us to vespers. 

Becket. 

How can I come 

When you so block the entry ? Back, I say ! 

Go on with the office. Shall not Heaven be served 
Tho^ earth’s last earthquake clash’d the minster-bells, 
And the great deeps were broken up again, 

And hiss’d against the sun ? \I^om in the cloisters. 

Monks. 

The murderers, hark! 

Let us hide ! let us hide! 

Beoket. 

What do these people fear ? 
Monks. 

Thoje- arm'd men in the cloister. 

Becket. 


I will go out and meet them. 


Be not such cravens 1 
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Grim and others. 


Shut the doors! 

We will not have him slain before our face. 

[They close the doors of the transept Knocking. 
Fly, fly, my lord, before they burst the doors ! 

[Knocking. 


Becket. 


Why, these are our own monks who follow’d us! 

Md will you bolt them out, and have them slain ? 
Undo the doors: the church is not a castle : 

Knock, and it shall be open’d. Are you deaf? 

What, have I lost authority among you ? 

Stand by, make way I 

[Opens the doors. Enter Monks from cloister. 

Come in, my friends, C(#fne in! 

Nay, faster, faster! 


Monks. 

Oh, my lord Archbishop, 

A score of knights all arm’d with swords and axes— 
To the choir, to the choir! 

[Monks divide^ part flying hy the stairs^ on the 
rights part by those on the left The rush of 
these last hears Becket along with them some 
way up the steps, where he is Ift standing alone. 
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Becket. 

Shall I too pass to the choir, 
And die upon the Patriarchal throne 
Of all my predecessors ? 

John of Salisbury. 

No, to the crypt! 

Twenty steps down. Stumble not in the darkness, 
Lest they should seize thee. 

Grim. 

To the crypt? no—no, 
To the chapel of St Blaise beneath the roof 1 

JojffN^SALmBURY {pointing upward and downward). 
Th^t ox this! Save thyself either way. 

BEdkEt; 

Oh, no, not either way, nor any way 

Save byWsLy which 16 ads thr6* night to light. 

Not l;wei|ty steps, but one. ’ 

And I ^ould stunible ih the darkness, 

Not tb®’ thfeir hour, the pbWer of darkness, 

But power of light in darkness ! 

I am not but the light, 
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Seen by the Church in Heaven, tiie Church on earth— 
The power of life in death to make her free ! 

\E71ter the four Knights. John of Salisbury 
flies to the altar of St. Benedict. 

Fitzurse. 

Here, here, King’s men 1 

\Catches hold of the last flying Monk. 
Vl^ere is the traitor Becket ? 

* Monk. 

I am not he! I am not he, my lord 
I am not he indeed ! 

Fitzurse. 

Hence to the fiend ! 

\P 7 tshes him away. 

Where is this treble traitor to the King? 

De Tracy. 

Where is the Archbishop, Thomas Becket ? 

Becket. 

Here. 

No traitor to the King, but Priest of God, , , 
Primate of England. [Descending into the transept, 
I am he ye seek. 

What would ye have of me? 
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Fitzurse, 

Your life. 


De Tracy. 

De Morville. 

Save that you will absolve the bishops. 


Your life, 


Becket. 

Never,— 

Except they make submission to the Church. 

You had my answer to that cry before. 

De Morville, 

Why, then you are a dead man; flee ! 

Becket. 

I will nob 

I am readier to be slain, than thou to slay. 

Hugh, I know well thou hast but half a heart 
To bathe this sacred pavement with my blood. 

God pardon thee and these, but God’s full curse 
Shatter you all to pieces if ye harm 
One ot^y flock i 

Fitzurse. 

Was not the great gate shut ? 
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They are thronging in to vespers—half the town. 

We shall be overwhelm^'d. Seize him and caiTy him 1 
Come with ns—nay—thou art our prisoner—come! 

De Morville. 

Ay, make him prisoner, do not harm the man. 

[Fitzurse lays hold of the Archbishop’s fall 

Beqket. 

Touch me not! 

De Brito. 

How the good priest gods himself! 
He is not yet ascended to the Father. 

Fitzurse. 

I will not only touch, but drag thee hence. 

Beckrt. 

Thou art my man, thou art my vassal. Away I 

\Flings hm off till he reels^ almost to falling. 

De Tracy (lays hold of the pall). 

Come; as he said, thou art our prisoner. 


Brcket. 


Down ! 


\Throws him headlong. 


V 
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Fitzurse {advances wttli drawn sword). 
I told thee that I should remember thee ! 

Becket. 

Profligate pander! 


Fitzurse. 

Do you hear that ? strike, strike. 
\Strikes off the Archbishop's mitre^ and 7mmnds 
him in the foi^ehead. 

Becket {covers his eyes with his hand), 

I do commend my cause to God, the Virgin, 

St. Denis of France and St. Alphege of England, 

And all the tutelar Saints of Canterbury. 

[Grim wraps his arms about the Archbishop. 

Spare th^s defence, dear brother. 

[T:^Acy has arisen^ and approaches^ hesitatingly^ 
with his s%mrd raised. 

Fitzurse. 

Strike him, Tracy 1 

Rosamund {rushing down steps from the choir). 

No, No, No, Nob ' 
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Fitzurse. 

This wanton here. De Morville, 

Hold her away. 

De Morville. 

I hold her. 


Rosamund (held hack by De Modiville, and 
stretching out her arins). 

Mercy, mercy, 

As you would hope for mercy. 


Fitzurse. 

Strike, I say. 


Grim. 

O God, 0 noble knights, O sacrilege ! ' 

Strike our Archbishop in his own cathedral I 

The Pope, the King, will curse you—the whole world 

Abhor you; yc will die the death of dogs ! 

Nay, nay, good Tracy. 

Fitzurse. 


Answer not, but strike. 
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De Tracy. 

There is my answer then. 

[Sword falls on Grim’s and glances from 

wounding Becket. 


Grim. 

Mine ann is sever’d, 

I can no more—fight out the good fight—die 
Conqueror. [Sloggers into the chapel of St Benedict 


Becket (Jailing on his knees). 

At the right hand of Power— 

Power and great glory—for thy Church, O Lord— 

Into Thy hands, O Lord—into Thy hands !- 

[Sinks prone. 

De Brito. 

This last to rid thee of a world of brawls ! (Kills him.) 
traitqr’s dead, and will arise no more. 

Fitzurse. 

Nay, ha^e we still’d him ? What I the great Arch¬ 
bishop I 

Does he .breathe ?, No ? 
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Be Tracy. 

No, Reginald, he is dead. 
{Storm bursts.y 
De Morville. 

Will the earth gape and swallow us ? 


Away I 


De Brito. 

The deed’s done— 


[De Brito, de Tracy, Fitzurse, rush out, crying 
^King's men V De Morville follows slowly. 
Flashes of lightning thrd the Cathedral, 
f Rosamund seen kneeling by the body of 
IBecket. 


^ A iremauious thunderstorm actually broke over the Cathedral : 
as the murderers were leaving it. 



THE FALCON 



DRAMATIS PERSON^, ’ * 

THE^CptlNT FEDKftiGp DEGLI A^BERJOm. 

Yniirs^^ Cotml's fosUr-brotlm\ , 

The Lady GiovANfpr^' 

EilH^ETTA, th& Counts nurse. 



THE FA.LCON. 


SpENE.— Am Italian Cottage. Castle and Mquntams 
' , , \ seen through Window. 

Ekisabetta discovered seated in wii^dbw darning. 

The Count -with Falcon on hasid comes down through 
the door at bach. A withered wreath on the wall. 

ELIS^htoTA. 

So,'my lord, the*Lady Giovanna, who hstth hem away 
so long, came back last night with her s<^ ttf the castle? 

Count. 

Hear that, my bird! Art thou not jealous of her ? 

My princess of the cloud, my plumed purveyor, 

My far-eyed queen of the winds—thou that canst soar 
Beyond the morning lark, and howsoever 
Thy quarry wind and wheel, swoop down upon him 
Eagle-like, lightning-like—strike, make his feathers 
Glance in mid heaven. [Crosses to chair. 

I would thou hadst a mate ! 
Thy-breed will^e with thee, and mine with me: ^ 

I am as Idhe f^dflaveless as thyself. in chair. 
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Giovanna here! Ay, ruffle thyself —he jealous ! 

Thou should’st be jealous of her. Tho’ I bred thee 
The full-train’d marvel of all falconry, 

And love thee and thou me, yet if Giovanna 
Be here again—No, no i Buss me, tny bird 1 
The stately widow has no heart for me. 

Thou art the last friend left me upon earth— 

No, no again to that. [J^ises and turns. 

My good old nurse, 

I tad forgotten thou wast sitting there. 

El^s^betta. 

’Ay, and torgotteh thy fc^ter-brother too. 

COWfT, 

, j|pdrha^^e|or;xny falcon! Let it pass, 
art tlroii<^oing there ? 

Elisabetta. 

Darning your lordship, 
cannot flaunt it in new feathers now: 

Nay, if we mill buy diamond necklaces 
To please our lady, we must darn, my lord. 

This bid thing here {paints to necklace round her neck)^ 
j they are but blue beads—my Piero, 

God rest his honest soul, he bought ^em for me, 

A 31 I“ bat he knew I meant to marry him. 

How couldst Aou do it, my son? t ^|Jow couldst tbot 
'doit? 
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Count. 

She saw it at a dance, upon a neck 
Less lovely than her own, and long’d for it. 

Eusabetta. 

She told thee as much ? 

Count. 

No, no—a friend of hers. 
Elisabetta. 

Shame on her that she took it at thy hands, 

She rich enough to have bought it for herself f. 

Count. 

She would have robb’d me then of a great pleasure.^ 
Elisabetta. 

But hath she yet return’d thy love ? 

Count. 

Not yet! 

Elisabett’a. 

She should return thy necklace then. 

Count. 

Ay, if 
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She knew the giver; but I bound the seller 
To silence, and I left it privily 
At Florence, in her palace. 

■ Elisabetta. 

And sold thine own 

To buy it for her. She not know? She knows 
There’s none such other- 


Count. 

Madman anywhere. 

Speak freely, tho’ to call a madnmn mad 
Will hardly help to make him sane again. 

Enter Filippo. 

Filippo. 

Ah, the women, the women ! Ah, Monna Giovanna, 
you here again! you that have the face of an angel 
and the heart of a—that’s too positive! You that have 
a score of lovers and have not a heart for any of them 
—that’s positive-negative: you that have not the head 
of a toad, and a heart like the jewel in it—that’s 
too negative; you that have a, cheek like a peach and 
a heart like the stone in it—that’s positive again— 
that’s better! 

Sh—^-^FiJippo! 
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Filippo {turns half round). 

Here has our master been a-glorifying and a-velveting 
and a-silking himself, and a-peacocking and a-spreading 
to catch her eye for a dozen year, till he hadn’t an eye 
left in his own tail to flourish among the peahens, and 
all along 0’ you, Monna Giovanna, all along o^ you I 

Elisabetta. 

Sh—sh—Filippo! Can’t you hear that you are saying 
behind his back what you see you are saying afore his 
face? 

Count. 

Let him—he never spares me to my face! 

l^tLIPPO. 

No, my lord, I never spare your lordship to your lord¬ 
ship’s face, nor behind your lordship’s back, nor to 
right, nor to left, nor to round about and back to your 
lordship’s face again, for I’m honest, your lordship. 

Count. 

Come, come, Filippo, what is there in the larder? 
[Elisabetta crosses tofireplace^aiidputs on wood. 

Filippo. 

Shelves and hooks, shelves and hooks, and when I see 
the shelves I am like to hang myself on the hooks. 
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No bread? 


Count. 

Filippo. 


Half a breakfast for a rat I 


Milk? 

Three laps for a cat! 
Cheese? 


Count. 

Filippo. 

Count. 


Filippo. 


A supper for twelve mites. 


Eggs? - . 
One, but addled. 
No bird? 


Count. 

Filippo. 

Count. 

Filippo. 


Half a tit and a hern's bill. 


Count. 


Let be thy jokes and thy jerks, man! Anything or 
nothing ? 

Well, hay lord, if albbut-notbing be anything, and one 
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plate of dried prunes be all-but-nothing, then there is 
anything in your lordship's larder at your lordship's 
service, if your lordship care to call for it. 

Count! 

Good mother, happy was the prodigal son, 

For he return'd to the rich father; I 
But add my poverty to thine. And all 
Thro' following of my fancy. Pray thee make 
Thy slender meal out of those scraps and shreds 
Filippo spoke of. As for him and me, 

There sprouts a salad in the garden still. 

{To the Falcon!) Why didst thou miss thy quarry 
yester-even ? 

To-day, my beauty, thou must dash us down 
Our dinner from the skies. Away, Filippo ! 

\Exity followed by Filippo, 
Elisabetta. 

I knew it would come to this. She has beggared him. 
I always knew it would come to this! {Goes up to table 
as if to resume darning, and books out of window!) Why, 
as I live, there is Monna Giovanna coming down the 
hill from the castle. Stops add stares at our cottage. 
Ay, ay! stare at it s it's all you have left us. Shame 
upon you! Sfu beautiful I sleek as a miller's mouse! 
Meal enough, meat enough, well fed; but beautiful— 
bah I Nay, see, why she ttrrns down the path through 
our little vineyard, and I sneezed three times this 
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morning. Coming to visit my lord, for the first time 
in her life too ! Why, bless the saints ! I’ll be bound 
to confess her love to him at last. I forgive her, I 
forgive her! I knew it would come to this—I always 
knew it must come to this! ( Gozng up to door during 
latter part of speech and opens it.) Come in, Madonna, 
come in. (ftetires to front of table and curtseys as the 
Lady Giovanna enters^ then moves chair towards the 
hearth.) Nay, let me place this chair for your lady¬ 
ship. 

[Lady GiovAiJNA moves slowly down stage^ then crosses 
to chair^ looking about her^ bows as she sees the 
Madonna over fireplace^ then sits in chair. 

Lady Giovanna. 

Can I speak with the Count? 

Elisabetta. 

Ay, my lady, but won’t you speat with the old woman 
first, and tell her all about it and make her happy ? 
for IVe been on my knees every day for these half* 
d(^^n-years in hope that the* saints would send us this 
Bessed^morning; and he always took you so kindly,* 
tf!V\rayS'tobk the wpf^d so kindly. When he was a 
IMe bne, andl put the bitters my breast to wean 
him, her made awry mouth it. it, but he took it so 
kindly, and ydur .ladyship has given him bitters enon^ 
in this'world, and he; never m#ie a wry mouth at you, ^ 
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did, my lady, more than I did—and he so handsome 
—and bless your sweet face, you look as beautiful this 
morning as the very Madonna her own self—and better 
late than never—but come when they will—then or 
now—it’s all for the best, come when they will—they 
are made by the blessed saints—these marriages. 

\Raises her hands. 

Lady Giovanna. 

Marriages ? I shall never marry again! * 

I 

Elisabetta (nses and turns ). 

Shame on her then ! 


Lady Giovanna. 

.Where is the Count? 


Elisabetta. 


To fly his falcon. 


Just gone 


Lady Giovanna. 

Call him back and say 
1 come to breakfast with hinf. 

Elisabetta. 

Holy mother! 

To breakfast! Oh sweet saints 1 one plate of prunes! 
Well, Madam, I will giVe your message to him. 

[Exit 

Q 
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Lady Giovanna. 

His falcon, and I come to ask for his falcon, 

The pleasure of his eyes—^boast of his hand— 

Pride of his heart—the solace of his hours— 

His one companion here—nay, I have heard 
That, thro’ his late magnificence of living 
And this last costly gift to mine own self, 

[Shows^ diamond mcklact. 

He hath become so beggared, that his falcon 
EVn wins his dinner for him in the field. 

That must be talki not truth, hut truth or talk. 

How can I ask for his falcon ? , 

[Rises and moves as she speaks. 
O my sick boy ! 

My daily fading Florio, it is thou 

Hath set me this hard task, for when I say 

What can I do—what can I . get for thee ? 

He answers, ‘ Get the Count to give me his falcon, 
And that will make me well’ Yet if I asl^ 

He loves me, and he knows I know he loves me ! 
Will he not pray me to return hiS love— 

To marry ^mi^{pausi)—\ can never marry him. 
His grandsire struck my ^rand^e in a brawl 
At Florence, and my gr^dsire stabb’d him there. 
The feud between our houses isfhe bar 
I cannot ciToss *3 I dare not brave my brother, 

Breaksw^h w My brother hates him,;scorns 

The nobfettfUaflured maU’; 
Who have that reverence for him that I scarce 
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Dare beg him to receive his diamonds back— 

How can I, dare I, ask him for his falcon ? 

[Puts diamonds in her casket 

Re-enter Count and Fiuippo. Count tur7is 
to Filippo. 

Count. 

Do what I said; I cannot do it myself. 

Filippo. 

Why then, my lord, we are pauper’d out and out. 
Count. 

Do what I said! [Adnjances and bows low* 

Welcome to this poor cottage, my dear lady. 

Lady Giovanna. 

And welcome turns a cottage to a palace. 

Count. 

Tis long since we have met I 

Lady Giovanna. 

To niake amends 

I come this day to break my Tagt jyith you. 

Count. 

I am much honour’d^yes*^ [Turns io Filippo. 
Do what I told thee. Must I do it myself? 
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Filippo. 

I will, I will {Sighs) Poor fellow! {Bxrt. 

Count. 

Lady, you bring your light into irxy cottage 
Who never deign’d to shine into my palace. 

My palace ■wanting you was but a cottage \ 

My cottage, while you grace it, is a palace. 

Lady Giovanna. 

In cottage or in palace, being still 
Beyond your fortunes, you are still the king 
Of courtesy and liberality. 

Count. 

I trust I still luaintain my courtesy; 

My liberality perforce is dead 
Thro’ lack of means of giring. 

Lady GioI/’anna. 

Yet I come 

To ask^a gift. \Moves toward him a 

Count. 

It will be hard, I fear, 

T<^ tod one^i'^fdck upon the ^eld when all 
The harvest tosr:b^n c^uriedy? 
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Lady Giovanna. 

But my boy— 

(Aside.) No, no 1 not yet—I cannot! 

Count. 

Ay, how is he, 

That bright inheritor of your eyes—your boy ? 

Lady Giovanna 

Alas, my Lord Federigo, he hath fallen 
Into a sickness, and it troubles me. 

Count. 

Sick I is it so? why, when he came last year 
To see me hawking, he was well enough: 

And then I taught him all our hawl^n^-phrases. 

Lady iJiovANNA. 

Oh yes, and once you let him fly your falcon. 

Count. 

How charm’d he was! what^jgirohdej^^—A gallant boy, 
A noble bird, €^ch perfect of the breed. 

Lady Giovanna (sinks in chair). 

What do you rate her at? * 
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Count. 

My bird ? a hundred 

Gold pieces once were offer'd by the Duke. 

I had no heart to part with her for money. 

, ; Lady Giovanna. 

No, not for money. [Count turns away and sighs. 
Wherefore do you sigh ? 

Count. 

I have lost a friend of late. 

Lady Giovanna. 

I could sigh with you 
For fear of losing more than friend, a son; 

And if he leave me—all the rest of life— 

That wither'd wl!ath were of more worth to me. 

[Looking at wreath on wall. 

Count. 

That wither'd wreath iS|Of more worth to me 
Than aH the blo^(!pi, all^the leaf of this 

y^*^ [^es and takes down wreath. 


Lady Giovanna. 

Ahd! yet T lievei saw 
The land so rich in blossom;, as this year.. 
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Count {holding wreath toward her). 

Was not the year when this was gathered richer ? 

Lady Giovanna. 

How long ago was that ? 

Count. 

Aks, ten summers 1 
A lady that was beautiful as day 
Sat by me at a rustic festival 
With other beauties on a mountain meadow, 

And she was the most beautiful of all; 

Then but fifteen, and still as beautiful. 

The mountain flowers grew thickly round about. 

I made a wreath with some of these; I ask'd 
A ribbon from her hair to bind it with; 

I whisper'd, Let me crown you Qu<^ of Beauty, 

And softly placed the chaplet on hertead. 

A colour, whkh has colour'd all my life, 

Flush'd in her face; then was call'd away; 

And presently all rose, and so departed. 

Ah! she had thrown my clk^UV^n the grass, 

And there I found it. 

[Lets his^anis fall^ holding,Uoreq^th despondingly^ 


Lady Giovanna {after pause). 

How long since do you say ? 



THE FALCON. 


233 


Count. 

That was the very year before you married. 

Lady Giovanna. 

When I was married you were at the wars. 

Count. 

Had she not thrown my chaplet on the grass, 

It may be I had never seen the wars. 

[Rejf/aas wreath whence he had taken it 

Lady Giovanna. 

Ah, but, my lord, there ran a rumour then 
That you were kill’d in battle. I can tell you 
True tears that year were shed for you in Florence. 

Count. 

It might have Been as well for me. Unhappily 
I was but wounded by the ehemy ther^ 

And then imprison’d. 

LAbf^t^IOVANNA. 

.Happily, however, 

I se^ ]pS’t 3 ^uite recove?4 of your wotlSfid. 


V . Count. 

No, no, iiK^t Ma(kinna^ not yet, not yet 
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Re-enter Filippo. 

Filippo. 

My lord, a word with you. 

Count. 

Pray, pardon me! 

[Lady Giovanna crosses^ and passes behind chair and 
takes down wreath ; then goes to chair by table. 

Count (to Filippo). 

What is it, Filippo ? 

Filippo. 

Spoons, your lordship. 


Count. 

Filippo, 


Spoons! 


Yes, my lord, wasn’t my lady born with a i^lden 
spoon in her ladyship’s moufli, and we haven’t never 
^o much as a silver one fou tht*.golden lips of her 
ladyship. 

CoxJNt. 

pot half % score of stver spoons ? 


Filippo. 


Half o* one, my lord! 
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Count. 

How half of one ? 

Filippo. 

I trod ui^on him even now, my lord, in my hurry, and 
broke him.' 

Count. 

An4 the other nine? 

Filippq. 

Soldi shall I not mount with your lordship’s 
leave to her ladyship’s castle, in your lordship’s and 
her ladyship’s name, and confer with her ladyship’s 
seneschal, and so descend again with some of her 
ladyship’s own appurtenances ? 

V . . 

Count. 

AVhy—no, man. Only see your cloth be clean. 

\jExit Filippo. 

Lady Giovanna. 

Ay, ay, this faded ribbon was the mode 

Florence ten years backv. What’s here? a scroll . 

n>fl ft,. j!.. lord, you have said so much 
Of this poor wreath thm I was bold enough 
To takek dowi;i, if 13^ to guess what flowers 
Had made it; and i^find a written s^oll 
That seems to^ run in t%mhigs. Might I read? 


Ay, if you will 


Count. 
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Laby Giovanna. 

It should be if you can. 

(Beads.) ^Dead mountain.' Nay, for who could 
trace a hand 
So wild and staggering ? 

Count. 

This was penn'd, Mstdorm^^ 
Close to the grating on a winter morn 
In the perpetual twilight of a prison, 

When he that made it, having his right hand 
Lamed in the battle, wrote it with his left 

Laby Giovanna. 

0 heavens! the very letters seem to shake 
With cold, with pain perhaps, poor prisoner! Well, 
Tell me the words—or better—for I see 
There goes a musical score along with them, 

Repeat them to their music. 

Count. 

You can touch 

-No chord in nl^ that would not answer you 
> In music. 

Laby Giovanna 
That is musically *6a?d. 

[Count takes guitar. Lady Giovanna sits listening 
with wreath in her hani^ and quietly removes 
scroll and places it on tahle at the end of the song. 
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Count { sin^Sy playmg guitar). 

‘Dead mounUin flowers, dead mountain-meadow 
flowers, 

Dearer than when you made your mountain gay, 
Sweeter than any violet of to-day, 

^Richer than all the wide world-wealth of May, 

To me, tho’ all your bloom has died away, 

You bloom again, dead mountain-meadow flowers/ 

Enter Elisabetta with doth. 

Elisabetta. 

A word with you, my lord! 

Count (singing). 

‘6 mountain flowers ! ^ 

Elisabetta. 

A word, my lord! (Louder^. 

Count (sings). 

‘Dead flowers 

Ehsabetta. 

A word, my lord 1 (Loudef). 
Count. 

r p^ay me again! 

[Dauy Giovanna looking at wreath 
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(Count to Elisabetta,) 

WJiat is it? 


Elisabetta. 

My lord, we have but one piece of earthenware" to 
serve the salad iA to my lady, and that cracked ! 

Count. 

Why then, that flower'd bowl my ancestor 
Fetch'd from the farthest east—^we never use it 
For fear of breakage—but this day has brought 
A great occasion. You can take it, nurse 1 

Elisabetta. 

I did take it, my lord, but what with my lady's 
coming that had so flurried me, and what with the 
fear of breaking it, I did break it, my lord: it is 
broken! 

Count. 

My one thing left of value in the world 1 
No matter! see your cloth be white as snow! 

Elisaotti'A {pointing thxL >^ window ). 

White ? I Warrant thee, my ^on^ as the snow yonder 
on the very tip-top 0 ' the mountain. 

Count. 

And yet to speak white truth, my good ^d mother, 

I have seen it like the snow on the moraine. 
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Elisabetta. 

How can your lordship say so ? There my lord! 

\ L(iys cloth , 

0 my dear son, be not unkind to me. 

And one word more, [Gorng — returns. 


Count {touching guitar). 

Good 1 let it be but one, 


Elisabetta, 

‘Hath she return’d thy love ? 

Count. 

Not yet! 

Elisabetta. 

And will sher* 

Count {looking at Lady Giovanna). 

I scarce believe it i 

Elisabetta. 

1 §iia.nie upon her then ! [JSooit* 

Count (sings), 

‘ Dead mqjgjtain flowers ’- 

Ah well, tny nurse has broken 
The threaiddead flowers, as she has broken' 
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My china bowl. My memory is as dead. 

[Goes and rej^laces guitar. 
Strange that the words at home with mh so long 
Should fly like bosom friends when needed most. 

So by your leave if you would hear the rest, 

The writing. 

Lady Giovanna (holding wreath toward him). 

There! my lord, you are a poet, 

And can you not imagine that the wreath, 

Set, as you say, so lightly on her head. 

Fell with her motion as she rose, and she, 

A girl, a child, then but fifteen, however 
Flutter’d or flatter’d by youir notice of her, 

Was yet too bashful to return for it ? 

Count. 

Was it so indeed? was it so? was it so ? 

[Leans forward to take wreath^ and touches Lady 
Giov anna’s hand, whichshe withdraws hastily ^ 
^ he places wreath on corner of chair. 

Lady Giovanna d^oitt dignity), 

I did not say, tny lord, that it was so; 

I said you might imagine it was sd 

Enter FiUPPO wUh bowl of salad, which he places 
on table. 
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Filippo. 

Here’s a fine salad for my lady, for tho’ we have 
been a soldier, and ridden by his lordship’s side, and 
seen the red of the battle-field, yet are we now drill- 
sergeant to his lordship’s lettuces, and profess to be 
great in green things and* in garden-stuff. 

Lady Giovanna. 

I thank thee, good Filippo, [JSxtt Filippo. 

E!nl^er Elisabetta wtfk bird on a dish which she 
places on table. 

Elisabetta {close to table). 

Here’s a fine fowl for my lady; I had scant time to 
do him in. I hope he be not underdone, for we be " 
undone in the doing of him. 

Lady Giovanna. 

I thank you, my good nurse. 

Filippo {re-entmng with plate of prunes). 

And here are fine fijaits for my lady—prunes, my lady, 
from the tree that m| 1<388 himself planted here in the 
blossom of his boyhood-—and so I, Filippo, being, with 
your ladyship’s pardon, and as your ladyship knows, 
his lordship’s pwn foster-brother, would commend them 
to y<Mk kb%^^*s most peculiar appreciation. 

[Puts plate on table. 
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Elisabetta. 

Filippo! 

Lady Giovanna (Count leads her to table). 

Will you not eat with me, my lord ? 

Count. 

I cannot, 

Not a morsel, not one morsel. I have broken 
My fast already. I will pledge you. Wine! 

Filippo, wine I 

[iY/j near table ; Filippo brings flasky fills the 
Count's goblety then Lady Giovanna's ; 
Elisabetta stands at the back of Lady 
Giovanna's chair. 

Count. 

It is but thin and cold, 

Not like the vintage blowing round your castle. 

We lie too deep down in the shadow here. 

Your ladyship lives higher in the sun. 

\They fledge each othef* and drink. 

Lady Giovanna. 

If I might send you down a flask or two 
Of that same vintage ? There is iron in it. 

It has been much commended as a medicine. 

I give it my sick son, and if you be 

Not quite recover'd of your wound, the wine 

R 
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Might help you. None has ever told me yet 
The story of your battle and your wound. 

Filippo { comingforward ), 

I can tell you, my lady, I can tell you. 

Elisabetta, 

Filippo ! will you take the word out of your master’s 
own mouth ? 

Filippo. 

Was it there to take? Put it there, my lord. 

Count. 

Giovanna, my dear lady, in this same battle 
We had been beaten—they were ten to one. 

The trumpets of the fight had echo’d down, 

I and Filippo here had done our best, 

And, having passed unwounded from the field, 

Were seated sadly at a fountain side. 

Our horses grazing by us, when a troop, , 
hadenwth booty and with a flag of ours 
Ta’en in the fight- 

^ Filippo. 

Ay, but we fought for it back, 

And kill’d—^ 

Elisab^a. 

F|SiippQ4 , . 
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Count. 

A troop of hors 


Say fifty! 


Filippo. 

Count. 


Five hundred! 


Filippo. 

And we killed ’em by the score! 


Elisabetta. 

Filippo! 

Filippo, 

Well, well, well! I bite my tongue. 
Count. 

We may have left their fifty less by five. 

However, staying not to count how many, 

But anger'd at their flaunting of our flag, 

We mounted, and we dash'd into the heart of’em. 
I wore the, lady’s chaplet round my neck; 

It served me for a blessed rosary. 

I am sure that more than one brave fellow owed 
His death to the charm in it. 


Elisabetta. 

Hear that, my lady 1 
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Count. 

I cannot tell how long we strove before 
Our horses fell beneath us; down we went 
Crush’d, hack’d at, trampled underfoot. The night, 

As some cold-manner’d friend may strangely do us 

The truest service, had a touch of frost 

That help’d to check the flowing of the blood. 

My last sight ere I swoon’d was one sweet face 
Crown’d with the wreath. That seem’d to come and 
go. 

They left us there for dead! 

Elisabetta. 

Hear that, my lady I 

Filippo. 

Ay, and I left two fingers there for dead. See, my 
lady! {Showing his hand,) 

' Lady Giovanna, 

1 see, Filippo,! 

‘ ^ Filippo. 

And I have small hope of the gentleman gout in my 
great toe. 

Lady Giovanna. 

And why, Filippo? \Smiling absentfy. 


Filipp»o. 

I left him there fox; dwi too I 
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Elisabetta. 

She smiles at him—how hard the woman is! 

My lady, if your ladyship were not 
Too proud to look upon the garland, you 
Would find it stain’d- 

Count {rising). 

Silence, Elisabetta I 

Elisabetta. 

Stain’d with the blood of the best'heart that ever 
Beat for one woman. [Points to wreath on chair. 

Lady Giovanna {rising slowly), 

I can eat no more! 

Count. 

You have but trifled with our homely salad, 

But dallied with a single lettuce-leaf; 

Not eaten anything. 

Lady Giovanna. 

Nay, nay, I cannot. 

You know, my lord, I told you I Vras troubled. 

My one child Florio lying still so sick, 

I bound myself, and by a solemn vow, 

That I would touch no flesh till he were well 
. Here, or else well in Heaven, where all is wdL 
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[Elisabetta dears table of bird and salad: Filippo 
snatches up the plate of prunes and holds them to 
Lady Giovanna. 


Filippo. 

But the prunes, my lady, from the tree that his lord- 
ship— 

Lady Giovanna. 

Not now, Filippo. My lord Federigo, 

Can I not speak with you once more alone ? 

. * Count. 

You. hear, Filippo ? My good fellow, go ! 


Filippo. 

But the prunes that yaur lordship-^- 


Elisabetta. 


Filippo I' 


Count. 

^y,%)rune our company of thine own an(J go! 


Elisabetta. 

Filippo 1 

I,ja. .Filippo 

well! the. women I [jSscdt. 

. Count. _ 

And th^fod my dear nurse* alone. 
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Elisabetta {folding up doth and going ). 

And me too! Ay, the dear nurse will leave you alone; 
but, for all that, she that has eaten the yolk is scarce 
like to swallow the shell. 

[Turns and curtseys stiffly to Lady Giovanna, then 
exit Lady Giovanna takes out diamond 7iecklace 
fro 7 n casket 


Lady Giovanna. 

I haveanger’dyourgood nurse; these old-world servants 
Are all but flesh and blood with those they serve. 

My lord, I have a present to return you, 

And afterwards a boon to crave of you. 

* Count. 

No, my most honour’d and long-worshipt lady, 

Poor Federigo degli Alberighi 
Takes nothing in return from you except 
Return of his affection—can deny 
Nothing to you that you require of him. 

Lady Giovanna. 

Then I require you to take back your diamonds— 

[Offering necklace. 

I doubt not they are youra No other heart 

Of such magnificence in courtesy 

Beats—out of heaven. They seem’d too rich^ prize 

To trust with any messenger. I came 
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In person to return them. \Co%mt draivs back. 

If the phrase 

'^^eturn ^ displease you, we will say—exchange them 
■Tor your—^for your- 

Count (takes a step toward her and then back ). 

For mine—and what of mine ? 


Lady Giovanna. 

Well, shall we say this wreath and your sweet rhymes? 
Count. 

But have you ever worn my diamonds ? 


Lady Giovanna, 

No! 

For that would seem accepting of your love. 
I cannot brave my brother—^but be sure 
;jrhat I shall never mai'ry again, my lord I 


Sure? 


Count. 

Lady Giovanna. 

yes! 

Count. 

Ja this your brother’s order ? 


Lady'Giovanna. 


No! 
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For he would marry me to the richest man 
In Florence; but I think you know the saying— 

‘ Better a man without riches, than riches without a 
man/ 

Count. 

A noble saying—and acted on would yield 
A nobler breed of men and women. Lady, 

I find you a shrewd bargainer. The wreath 
That once you wore outvalues twentyfold 
The diamonds that you never deign’d to wear. 

But lay them there for a moment! 

\Points to table, Lady Giovanna places necklace 
on table. 

And be you 

Gracious enough tq let me know the boon 
By granting which’, if aught be mine to giant, 

I should be made more happy than I hoped 
Ever to be again. 

Lady Giovanna. 

Then keep your wreath, 

But you will find me a shrewd bargainer still. 

I cannot keep your diamonds, for the gift 
I ask for, to my mind and at this present 
Outvalues all the jewels upon earth. 


Count. 

It should be love that thus outvalues all. 

You speak like love, and yet you love me not 
I have nothing in this world but love for you. 
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is love, love for my dying boy, 

Moves me to ask it of you: 

Count. 

What ? my time ? 

is it my time ? Well, I can give my time 
To him that is a part of you, your son. 

Shdl I r*^tum to the castle with you ? Shall I 
Sit .bjrhim, read to him, tell him my tales, 

songs? You know that I can touch 
The ^"^rn to some purpose. 

Lady Giovanna. 

No, not that! 

I thank ypu hwtily fpr that—and you, 

I doubt not from your nobleness of nature, 

Will p^doni«ae for a^lpng what I ask. 

. 

Count. 

Giovann^'^ekt Giovanna, I that once 
The wildestitf th6 random youth of Florence 
Before I saw^ti—^all my nobleness 
'^|^ture,,as you deign to call it, draws 
"^Sfc^ybu,' and from my constancy to you. 
!^t^re|?iut' speak. 

Lady Giovanna. 

; jSE yri\h You know sick people, 
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More specially sick children, have strange fancies, 
Strange longings \ and to thwart them in their mood 
May work them grievous harm at times, may even 
Hasten their end. I would you had a son 1 
It might be easier then for you to make 
Allowance for a mother—her—who comes 
To rob you of your one delight on earth. 

How often has my sick boy yearn’d for this ! 

I have put him off as often; but to-day 
I dared not—so much weaker, so much worse 
For last day’s journey. I was weeping for hira^ 

He gave me his hand: * I should be well agam 
If the good Count would give me- 

Count. 

Give me. 

Lady Giovanna. 

His falcon 

Count {starts. iacJi). 

My falcon! 

Lady Giovanna. 

Yes» your falcon, Federigo! 

Count. 

Alas, I cannot! 

Lady Giovanna. 

Cannot? Even so! 

I fear’d as much. 0 this unhappy world! 

How shall I break it to him? how shall I tell him ? 
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The boy may die: more blessed were the rags 
Of some pale beggar-woman seeking alms 
Fbr her sick son, if he were like to live, 

Than all my childless wealth, if mine must die. 

I was to blame—the love you said you bore me— 

My lord, we thank you for your entertainment, 

[ With a stately curtsey. 

And so return—Heaven help him!—^to our son. 

\Turns, 

Count {rushes forward), 

Stay^^tay, I am most unlucky, most unhappy. 

You nf^r had look’d in on me before, 

^nd %en you came and dipt your sovereign head 
Thro’ these low doors, you ask’d to eat with me. 

I had but emptiness to set before you, 

No not a draught of milk, no not an egg, 

Nothifig but my ferave bird, my noble falcon, 

My ;cf^rade of the house, and of the field. 

She ha^i&^4ie for it—she died for you. 

Perhap^ 4iought with those of old, tfee nobler 
The victii|i ^as, the more acceptable 
Might be the sacrifice. I fear you scarce 
Will thank me for your entertainment now. 

Lady Giovanna (returning, 
with him no longer. 

Count. 

Noj Madoima I 
And he wfil^have to bear with it as he may. 
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Lady Giovanna. 

I break with him for ever! 

Count. 

Yes, Giovanna, 

But he will keep his love to you for ever! 

Lady Giovanna. 

You ? you ? not you ! My brother! my hard brother! 
O Federigo, Federigo, I love you i 
Spite of ten thousand brothers, Federigo. 

[jFails at his feet. 

Count ifmpetuously). 

Why then the dying of my noble bird 
Hath served me better than her living—then 

\Takes diamonds from table. 
These diamonds are both yours and mine—‘have won 
Their value ag^in—beyond all markets—there 
I lay them for the first time round your neck. 

\Lays necklace round her neck. 
And then this chaplet—No more feuds, but peace. 
Peace and conciliation I I will make 
Your brother love me. . See, I tear away 
The leaves were darken’d by the battle— 

\Pulls leaves off and throws them down, 
—crown you 

Again with the same crown my Queen of Beauty. 

\Places wreath on her head. 
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Rise—I could almost think that the dead garland 
Will break once more into the living blossom. 

Nay, nay, I pray you rise. 

[Raises her with both hands. 
We two together 

Will help to heal your son—^your son and mine— 

We shall do it—^we shall do it. [Embraces her. 

The purpose of my being is accomplished, 

And I am happy ! 


Lady Giovanna. 

And I too, Federigo, 
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Scene I. —The garden before Sir Richard 
Lea's castle, 

Kate {gathering flowers). 

These roses for my Lady Marian; these lilies to 
lighten Sir Richard's room, where he sits and 
eats his heart for tot,of money to pay the Abbot 

\Sings, 

The warrior Earl of Allendale, 

He loved the Lady Anne ; 

The lady Icrued the master well, 

The maid she loved the man. 

All in the castlo garden, 

Or ever the day began. 

The lady gave a rose to the Earl, 

The maid a rose to the man. 


3 
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* I go to fight in Scotland 

With many a savage clan;* 

The lady gave her hand to the Earl^ 

The maid her hand to the man. 

* Farewell, farea/vell, my warrior Earl! * 

And ever a tear down ran. 

She gave a weeding hiss to the Earl, 

And the matd a kiss to the man. 

Enter four ragged Retainers. 

First Retainer. 

You do well, Mistress Kate, to sing and to gather 
roses. You be fed with tit-bits^ you, and we be dogs 
that have only the bones, till we be only bones our 
owii selves, ^ * 

’ ' Kaxe. * 

I am fed with tit-bits no *riaor*e than you are, but 
I keep a good heart and make the most of it, and, 
trutS to say, Sir Richard and my Lady Marian fare 
welkiigh as sparely as their people. 

Second Retainer. 

And look at our suitsj'^oyt at knee, out at elbow. 
We be more lile ^carecrqj^^ij^ a field than decent 
serving%|nes3^; arid tjien, f-pray ypu, look at Robin 
Earl of Huntingdon^i men. 
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First Retainer. 

She hath looked well at one of ’em, Little John. 

Third Retainer. 

Ay, how fine they be in their liveries, and each of 
’em as full of meat as an egg, and as sleek and as 
round-about as a mellow codlin. 

Fourth Retainer. 

But I be worse off than any of you, for I be lean 
by nature,, and if you cram me crop-full I be little 
better than Famine in the picture, but if you starve 
me I be Gaffer Death himself. I would like to show 
you, Mistress Kate, how bare and spare I be on the 
rib: I be lanker than an old horse turned out to die 
on the common, 

Kate. 

Spare me thy spare ribs, I pray thee ; but now I 
ask you all, did none of you love young Walter Lea ? 

First Retainer. 

Ay, if he had not gone to fight the king’s battles, 
we should have better battels at home. 

JK^e. 

Right as an Uxford sdbolar, but the boy was taken 
prisoner by the Mo^jrs. 
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First Retainer. 

Ay. 

Kate. 

And Sir Richard was told he might be ransomed 
for two thousand marks in gold. 

First Retainer. 

Ay. 

Kate. 

Then he borrowed the monies from the Abbot of 
York, the Sheriffs brother. And if they be not paid 
back at the end of the year, the land goes to the 
Abbot, 

First RetaIner. 

No news of young Walter ? 

Kate. 

None, nor of the gold, nor the man who took out 
the gold: but now ye know why we live so stintedly, 
and why ye have so few grains to peck at Sir 
Richard must scmpe and scrape till he get to the 
land again. Come, com^ ye loiter here? 

Carry fresh rushed into th^^pPng-hall, for those that 
are therej thqr be so gr^sy|^8 smell so vilely that my 
Lady Marian holds h^ ik)sd,:;|hei| she steps across it 
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Fourth Retainer. 

Why there, now!t that very word ^greasy’ hath a 
kind of unction in it, a.stnack of relish about it The 
rats have gnawed ’em already. I pray Heaven we 
may not have to take to the rushes, \Exmnt 

Kate. 

Poor fellows! 

The lady gave her hand to the Earl^ 

The niaid her hand to the mafu 

Enter LixtlE John. 

Little John. 

My master, Robin the Earl, is always a-telling us 
that every man, for the sake of the great blessed 
Mother in heaven, and for the love of his own little 
mother on earth, should handle all womankind gently, 
and hold them in all honour, and speak small to ’em, 
and not scare ’em, but go about to come at their 
love with all manner of homages, and observances, 
and circumbendibuses. 



The lady gave a rm to the Earl, 
The maid a^se to the man. 
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Little John {seeing her). 

O the sacred little thing! What a shape! what 
lovely arms! A rose to the man ! Ay, the man had 
given her a rose and she gave him another. 

Kate. 

Shall I keep one little rose for Little John? No. 

Little John. 

There, there! You see I was right. She hath a 
tenderness toward me, but is too shy to show it. It 
is in her, in the woman, and the man must bring it 
out of her. 

Kate. 

She gave a meting kiss to the JEarl, 
t The maid a kiss to the man. 

Little John. 

Did. she? But there I am sure the ballad is at 
fault .It should have told us how the man first 
kissed the maid. She doesn^t see me. Shall I be 
bold? shall I touch her?.shall I give her the first 
kiss ? 0 sweet Kate^ m^^ %st:^ve, the first kiss, the 
first kiss! ’ 

Kate {h^ns d^Msses him). 

Why lookest thou so amafied t 
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Little John. 

I cannot tell; but I came to give thee the first 
kiss, and thou hast give'n it me. 

Kate, 

But if a man and a itiaid car^ for one another, 
does it matter so much if the maid give the first 
kiss? 

Little John. 

I cannot tell, but I had sooner have given thee 
the first kiss. I was dreaming of it all the way 
hither. 

Kate. 

Dream of it, then, all the way back, for now I will 
liave none of it. 

Little John. 

Nay, now thou hast given me the man*s kiss, let 
me give thee the maid's. 

Kate. 

If thou draw one inch nearer, I will give thee a 
buffet on the face. 

m 

' LjTTiE John. 

Wilt thou not give me rather the little rose for 
Little John ? 
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Kate (throws if down and tramples on if). 

There! 

[KateT, seeing, MAkiAN, exit hurriedly. 

Enter Marian (yinging). 

Love flew in at the window 

As Wealth waWd in at the door, 

‘ You have comefor you saw Wealth comings said I, 
Bui he fluttet^d his wings with a sweet little cry^ 
ril cleave to you rich or poor, 

.V 

Wealth dr opt out of the window, 

Poverty crept thrd the door, 

* Well now you would fain follow Wealth/ said /, 
But he fluttered his wings as he gave me the lie, 
i cling to you all the more. 

Little John. 

. Thanks, my lady—^inasmuch as I am a true believer 
in true love myself, and your Ladyship hath sung the 
old proverb out of fashion. 

Marian. 

Ay but thou hast ruffled my woman, Little John. 
She hath the fire in her face and the dew in her eyes. 
I believed thee to be too solemn and formal to be a 
ruffler. Out upon thee I 
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Little John. 

I am no ruffler, my lady; but I pray you, my lady, 
if a man and a maid love one another, may the maid 
give the first kiss ? 

Marian. 

It will be all the more gracious of her if she da 


Little John. 

I cannqj tell. Manners be so corrupt, and these 
are the days of Prince John. [Exit, 


Enter Sir Richard Lea {reading a bond). 


Marian! 


Sir Richard. 
Marian. 


Father! 

Sir Richard. 

Who parted from thee even now ? 


Marian. 

That strange starched stiff creature, Little John, 
the EarPs man. He would grapple with a lion like 
the King, and is flustered by a girl’s kiss. 
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Sir Richard. 

There never was an Earl so true a friend of the 
people as Lord Robin of Huntingdon. 

Marian. 

A gallant Earl I love him as I hate John. 

Sir Richard. 

I fear me he hath wasted his revenues in the 
service of our good king Richard against the party 
of John, as I have done, as I have done; and where 
is Richard ? 

Marian. 

Cleave to him, father! he will come home at last. 
Sir Richard. 

I he will, but if he do not I and thou are 

i . 

but beggars. 

Marian, 

We will be beggar’d then and be true to the King. 

. ,,, , ^ Sir Richard. 

Thou speakest like a fool or a woman. Canst 
thou endure to be a beggar whose whole life hath 
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been folded like ar blossom in the sheath, like a care¬ 
less sleeper in the down; who never hast felt a want, 
to whom all things, up to this present, have come as 
freely as heaven’s air and mother's milk ? 

Marian. 

Tut, father! I am none of your delicate Norman 
maidens who can only broider and mayhap ride 
a-hawking with the help of the men, I can bake and 
I can brew, and by all the saints I can shoot almost 
as closely with the bow as the great Earl himself. 
I have pkyed at the foils too with Elate: but is not 
to-day his birthday ? 

Sir Richard. 

Dost thou love him indeed, that thou keepest a 
record of his birthdays? Thou knowest that the 
Sheriff of Nottingham loves thee. 

Marian. 

The Sheriff dare to love me? me who worship 
Robin the great Earl of Huntingdon ? I love him 
as a damsel of his day* might have loved Harold the 
Saxon, or Hereward the Wake. They both fought 
against the tyranny of the kings, the Normans. But 
then your Sheriff, your little man, if he dare to fight 
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at all, would fight for his rents, his* leases, his houses, 
his monies, his oxen, his dinners, himself. Now your 
great man, your Robin, all England’s Robin, fights 
not for himself but for the people of England This 
John—^this Nonnan tyranny—the stream is bearing 
us all down, and our little Sheriff will ever swim with 
the stream! but our great man, our Robin, against 
it. And how often in old histories have the great 
men striven against the stream, and how often in the 
long sweep of years to come must the great man strive 
against it again to save his country, and the liberties 
of his people! God bless our well-beloved Robin, 
Earl of Huntingdon. 

Sir Richard. 

Ay, ay. He wore thy colours once at a tourney. 

4 « 

I am old and forget. Was Prince John there? 

Marian. 

T^e Sheriff of Nottingham was there—^not John. 

, Sir Richard. 

Beware of John and the Sheriff of Nottingham. 
They hunt in couples, and when they look at a maid 
they blast her. 

, , Marian. 

Then the maid is not high-hearted enough. 
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Sir Richard. . * 

There—^there—be not a fool again. Their aim is 
ever at that which flies highest—but 0 girl, girl, I 
am almost in despair. Those two thousand marks 
lent me by the Abbot fof the ransom of my son 
Walter—I believed this Abbot of the party of King 
Richard, and he hath sold himself to that beast John 
—they must be paid in a year and a month, or I 
lose the land. There is one that should be grateful 
to me overseas, a Count in Brittany—he lives near 
Quimper. I saved his life once in battle. He has 
monies. I will go to him. I saved him. I will try 
him. I am all but sure of him. I will go to him. 

Marian. 

And I will follow thee, and God help us both. 

Sir Richard. 

Child, thou shouldst marry one who will pay the 
mortgage. This Robin, this Earl of Huntingdon— 
he is a friend of Richard—I know not, but he may 
save the land, he may save the land. 

Marian {showing a cross hung round her necJi). 

Father, you see this cross ? 
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Sir Richard. 

Ay the King, thy godfather, gave it thee when a 
baby. 

Marian. 

And he said that whenever I married he would 
give me away, and on this cross I have sworn [kisses 
2 Vj that till I myself pass away, there is no other man 
that shall give me away. 

Sir Richard. 

Lo there—thou art fool again—I am all as loyal 
as thyself, but what a vow! what a vow ! 

Re-enter Little John. , 

Little John. 

My Lady Marian, your woman so flustered me that 

" 'X' 

I forgot my message from the Earl To-day he hath 
accomplished his thirtieth birthday, and he prays 
you» ladyship and your ladyship’s father to be present 
at^hia banquet to-night. 

Marian, 

' Say, we will come. 

Little John, 

And I pray you, my lady, to stand between me 
and your \foman, Kate. 
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Marian 

I wiH s{)f.ik with her. 

Liiti.k John. 

I llwtik ytni, my lady, and I wish you and your 
iadysliip's father a must exceedingly gotxi morning. 

iExii. 

.Sir Kicharo. 

'rhou hast answered for me, but I know not if { 
will let thee go. 

Marian. 

I mean to go. 

% 

' Sir Richard. 

N«« if t Inned thee up in thy chamber, like a bird 
in a OKge. 

Marian. 

Then I would drop from the nasement, like a 
!it»idir 

Sir Kicmard. 

Hut I would hoist the drawbridge, tike thy master. 
Mariam. 

And I would swim the moat, like an utter. 
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Sir Richard. 

But I would set my men-at-arms to oppose thee, 
like the Lord of the Castle. 

Marian. 

And I would break through them all, like the 
King of England. 

Richard. 

Well, thou shalt go, but O the land! the land 1 
my great great great grandfather, my great great 
grandfather, jny great grandfather, my ^grandfather 
and my own father—they were bom and on it 
—it was their mother—they have trodden it for half 
a thousand years, and whenever I set my foot 
on it I say to it, Thou art mine, and it answars, I am 
thine to the very heart of the earth—but now I have 
lost my gold, I have lost my son, and I shall lose my 
land also. Down to the devil with this bond that 
|i^^^rs me ! [Flings down the bond. 


Marian. 

Take it again, dear father, be not wroth at the 
dumb parchment. Sufficient for the day, dear father! 
let us be mehy to-night at the banquet 
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Scene II .—A hall in the house of Robin Hood the 
Earl of Huntingdon, Doors ofen into a banqueting- 
hall where he is at feast with Ms friends. 

DRINKING SONG. 

Long live Richard^ 

Robin and Richard / 

Long live Richard ! 

Demon with John I 
Drink to the Lion-heart 
Every one / 

Pledge the Plantagenet^ 

^ :Him that is gone. 

Who knows whither ? 

Godls good Angel 
Help him back hither^ 

And down with John / 

Long live Robin, 

Robin and Richard ! 

Long live Robin, 

And down with John / 

Enter Prince John disguised as a monk and the 
Sheriff of Nottingham. Cries 'of ‘ Down with 
John^ ^ Long live King Richard,^ ^ Down with 
John ,' 


X 
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Prince John. 

Down- with John ! ha. Shall I be known? is my 
disguise perfect ? 

Sheriff. 

Perfect—^who should know you for Prince John, 
so that you keep the cowl down and speak not ? 

[Shouts from the banquet-room. 

Prince John. 

Thou and I will still these revelries presently. 

[Shouts, ‘ Long live King Richard ! ’ 

I come here to see this daughter of Sir Richard of 
the Lea and if her beauties answer their report. If 
so— 

Sheriff. 

If so— [Shouts, ‘ Down with John !' 

Prince John. 

^bu hear! 

Sheriff. 

Yes, my lord, fear not. I will answer for you. 

Enta- Little John, Scarlet, Much, &rc., from 
the ■ banquet singing a snatch of the Drinking 
Song. 
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Little John. 

I am a silent man myself, and all the more wonder 
at our Earl. What a wealth of words—O Lord, I 
will live and die for King Richard—not -so much for 
the cause as for the Earl. O Lord, I am easily led 
by words, but I think the Earl hath right. Scarlet, 
hath not the Earl right ? What makes thee so down 
in the mouth ? 

Scarlet., 

I doubt not, I doubt not, and though I be down 
in the mouth, I will swear by the head of the Earl. 

Little John. 

Thou Much, miller^s son, hath not the Earl right ? 
Much. 

More water goes by the mill than the nliller wots 
of, and more goes to make right than I know of, but 
for all that I will swear the Earl hath right. But they 
are coming hither for the dance— 

Enter Friar Tuck. 

be they not, Friar Tuck ? Thou art the Earl’s con¬ 
fessor and shouldst know. 
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Tuck. 

Ay, ay, and but that I am a man of weight, and 
the weight of the church to boot on my shoulders, I 
would dance too. Fa, la, la, fa, la, la. \_CaJ>ering, 

Much. 

But doth not the weight of the flesh at odd times 
overbalance the weight of the church, ha friar ? 

Tuck. 

Homo sum. I love my dinner—but I can fast, I 
can fast \ and as to other frailties of the flesh—out 
upon thee ! Homo sum, sed virgo sum, I am a virgin, 
my masters, I am a virgin. 

Much. 

And a virgin, my masters, three yards about the 
waist IS like to remain a virgin, for who could embrace 
an annful of joy ? 

Tuck. 

Koiave, there is a lot of wild fellows in Sherwood 
Forest who hold by King Richard. If ever I meet 
thee there, I will break thy sconce with my quarter- 
staff. . 
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Enter from the banqueting-hall Sir Richard Lea, 
Robin Hood, b ^ c , 

Robin. 

My guests and friends, Sir Richard, all of you 
Who deign to honour this my thirtieth year. 

And some of you were prophets that I might be 
Now that the sun our King is gone, the light 
Of these dark hours \ but this new moon, I fear, 

Is darkness. Nay, this may be the last time 
When I shall hold my birthday in this hall: 

I may be outlaw’d, I have heard a rumour. 


God forbid! 


All. 


Robin. 

Nay, but we have no news of Richard yet, 
And ye did wrong in crying ‘Down with John 
For be he dead, then John may be our King. 


God forbid! 


All. 


Robin. 

Ay God forbid. 

But if it be so we must bear with John. 
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The man is able enough—no lack of wit, 

And apt at arms and shrewd in policy- 
Courteous enough too when he wills j and yot 
I hate him. for his want of chiwalry. 

He that can pluck the flower of maidenhoodl , 
Trom off the stalk and trample it in the miro, j 
And boast that he hath trampled it I hate 
I hate the man. I may not hate the King 
For aught I know. 

So that our Barons bring his baseness under- 
I think they will be mightier than the king- 

, \I>anc^ 

(Marian enters with other damsels ^ ) 


Robin. 

The high Heaven guard thee from his wcanitj 
Who art the fairest flower of maidenhood 
That ever blossomd on this English isle- 

Marian. 

Cloud not thy birthday with one fear for nrw 
My lord, myself and my good father pray 
Thy thirtieth summer may be thirty-fold I 
As happy as any of those that went befores* 
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Robin. 

My Lady Marian you can make it so 

If you will deign to tread a measure with me. 


Marian. 

Full willingly, my lord. 


[They dance. 


Robin {after dance ). 

My Lady, will you answer me a question ? 


Marian. 

Any that you may ask. 

Robin. 

A question that every true man asks of a woman 
once in his life. 


Marian. 

I will not answer it, my lord, till King Richard 
come home again. 

Prince John {to Sheriff). 

How she looks up at him, how she holds her face 1 
Now if she kiss him, I will have his head. 
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Sheriff. 

Peace, my lord; the Earl and Sir Richard come 
this way. 

Robin. 

Must you have these monies before the year and 
the month end ? 

Sir Richard. 

Or I forfeit my land to the Abbot. I must pass 
overseas to one that I trust will help me. 

Robin. 

Leaving your fair Marian alone here. 

Sir Richard. 

Ay, for she hath somewhat of the lioness in her, 
and there be men-at-arms to guard her. 

[Robin, Sir Richard, and Marian pass on , 

: Prince John {to Sheriff). 

Why that will be our opportunity 
When I and thou will rob the nest of her. 

. .. . Sheriff. 

Good Prinde,; art thou in need of any gold ? 
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Prince John. 

Gold ? why ? not now. 

Sheriff. 

I would give thee any gold 
So that myself alone might rob the nest 

Prince John. 

Well, well then, thou shalt rob the nest alone. 
Sheriff. 

Swear to me by that relic on thy neck. 

Prince John. 

I swear then by this relic on my neck— 

No, no, I will not swear by this; I keep it 
For holy vows made to the blessed Saints 
Not pleasures, women’s matters. 

Dost thou mistrust me ? Am I not thy friend ? 
Beware, man, lest thou lose thy faith in me. 

I love thee much; and as I am thy friend, 

I promise thee to make this Marian thine. 

Go now and ask the rnaid to dance with thee, 

And learn from her if she do love this Earl. 

Sheriff (advancing toward Marian and Robin). 
Pretty mistress 1 
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Robin. 

What art thou, man ? Sheriff of Nottingham ? 

Sheriff. 

Ay, my lord. I and my friend, this monk, were 
here belated, and seeing the hospitable lights in your 
castle, and knowing the fame of your hospitality, we 
ventured in uninvited. 

Robin, 

You are welcome, though I fear you be of those 
who hold more by John than Richard. 

Sheriff. 

True, for through John I had my sheriffship. X 
am John’s till Richard come back again, and then I 
am Richard’s, Pretty mistress, will you dance ? 

[They dance , 

Robin {talking to Prince John). 

What ,monk of what convent art thou? Why 
wearest thou thy cowl to hide thy face ? 

[Prince John shakes his head . 
Is he deaf, of dumb, or daft, or drunk belike? 

[Prince John shakes his head ^ 
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Why comest thou like a death’s head at my feast ? 

[Prince John points to the Sheriff, 
•who is dancing with Marian. 

Is he thy mouthpiece, thine interpreter ? 

[Prince John nods . 

Sheriff (to Marian as they pass ). 

Beware of John! 

Marian. 

I hate him. 

Sheriff. 

Would you cast 

An eye of favour on me, I would pay 
My brother all his debt and save the land. 

Marian. 

I cannot answer thee till Richard come. 


And when he comes ? 


Sheriff. 

> 

Marian. 

Well, you must wait till then. 


Little John (dandngwith Kate). 
Is it made up ? Will you kiss me ? 
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Kate. 

You shall give me the first kiss. 

Little John. 

There (Jdsses ^er). Now thine. 

Kate. 

You shall wait for mine till Sir Richard has paid 
the Abbot. [Tkey pass on. 

\The Sheriff leaves Marian with her father 
and comes toward Robin. 

Robin (to Sheriff, Prince John standing by). 

Sheriff, thy fnend, this monk, is but a statue. 

Sheriff. 

Pardon him, my lord: he is a holy Palmer, bounden 
by a vow not to show his face, nor to speak word to 
anyone, till he join Kling Richard in the Holy Land. 

Robin. 

GcAig to the Holy Land to Richard! Give me 
thy^l^d tell him—— Why, what a cold grasp 
is thine—as if thou didst repent thy courtesy even in 
the doin^ it That is^ no true man^s hand. I hate 
hidden faces. ■ - - > 
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Sheriff. 

Pardon him again, I pray you; but the twilight 
of the coming day already glimmers in the east. We 
thank you, and farewell, 

Robin. 

Farewell, farewell. I hate hidden faces. 

[Exeunt Prince John and Sheriff. 

Sir Richard {coining forward with Maid Marian). 

How close the Sheriff peer’d into thine eyes I 
What did he say to thee ? 

Marian. 

Bade me beware 

Of John : what maid but would beware of John? 

Sir Richard. 

What else ? 

Marian. 

I care not what he said. 

Sir Richard. 

What else? 

Marian. 

That if I cast an eye of favour on him, 

Himself would pay this mortgage to his brother, 

And save the land. 
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Sir Richard. 

Did he say so, the Sherif3f? 

Robin. 

I fear this Abbot is a heart of flint. 

Hard as the stones of his abbey. 

O good Sir Richard, 

I am sorry my exchequer runs so low 
I cannot help you in this exigency; 

For though my men and I flash out at times 
Of festival like burnish’d summer-flies, 

We make but one hour’s buzz, are only like 
The rainbow of a momentary sun. 

I am mortgaged as thyself. 

Sir Richard. 

Ay! I warrant thee—^thou canst not be sorrier than 
I am. Come away, daughter. 

Robin. 

Farewell, Sir Richard ; farewell, sweet Marian. 
Marian. 

Till better times. 

Robin. 

But if the better times should never come ? 
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Marian. 

Then I shall be no worse. 

Robin. 

And if the worst time come ? 

Marian. 

Why then I will be better than the time. 

Robin. 

This ring my mother gave me: it was her own 
Betrothal ring.. She prayed me when I loved 
A maid with all my heart to pass it down 
A finger of that hand which should be mine 
Thereafter. Will you have it ? Will you wear it ? 

Marian, 

Ay, noble Earl, and never part with it. 

Sir Richard Lea {coming uj>\ 

Not till she clean forget thee, noble Earl. 

Marian. 

Forget Mm —never—by this Holy Cross 

Which good King Richard gave me when a child— 

Never 1 
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Not while the swallow skims along the ground, 

And while the lark flies up and touches heaven I 
Not while the smoke floats from the cottage roof, 

And the white cloud is roll’d along the sky 1 
Not while the rivulet babbles by the door, 

And the great breaker beats upon the beach 1 
Never— 

Till Nature, high and low, and great and small 
Forgets herself, and all her loves and hates 
Sink again into chaos, 

. . Sir Richard Lea. 

Away! away I 

\_Exeunt to music. 

Scene III. — Same as Scene //. 

Robin and his men . 

Robin. 

AH gone 1—my ring—I am happy—should be happy. 
She took m3^ring- I trust she loves me—-yet 
I heard this Sheriff tell her he would pay 
Tte mortgage if she favour’d him. I fear 
Not her, the fether’a power upon her. 

' ‘ f, , Friends, {to his,men) 
I am only merry for an hour or two 
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Upon a birthday: if this life of ours 
Be a good glad thing,, why should we make us merry 
Because a year of it is gone? but Hope 
Smiles from the threshold of the year to come 
Whispering * it will be happier/ and old faces 
Press round us, and warm hands close with warm 
hands, 

And thro^ the blood the wine leaps to the brain 
Like April sap to the topmost tree, that shoots 
New buds to heaven, whereon the throstle rock^’d 
Sings a new song to the new year—and you 
Strike up a song, niy friends, and then to bed 

Little Johnt. 

What will yoij have, my lord? 

Robin. 

‘ To sleep! to sleep I' 
Little John. 

There is a touch of sadness in it, my lord, 

But ill befitting such a festal day. 

, Robin* 

I have a touch of sadness in myself 
Sing. 

u 
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SONG. 

To sleep / to sleep I The long bright day is done^ 
And darkness rises from the fallen sun, , 

To sleep ! to sleep ! 

Whatever thy joys, they vanish with the day ; 
Whatier thy griefs, in sleep they fade away. 

To sleep ! to sle^ ! 

Sleep, mournful heart, and let the past he past / 
Sleep, happy soul! all life will sleep at last. 

To sleep / to sleep / 

\A trumpet blown at the gates. 

Robin. 

Who breaks the stillness of the morning thus ? 

Little John {going out and returning. 

It is a royal messenger, my lord: 

I trust he brings us news of the King’s coming. 

Enter a Pursuivant who reads, 

O yes, O yes, O yes f In the name of the Regent 
||hou, Robin Hood Earl of Huntingdon, art attainted 
and hast lost thine earldom of Huntingdon. More¬ 
over thou art dispossessed of all thy lands, goods, 
and chattds; and by virtue of this writ, whereas 
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Robin Hood Earl of Huntingdon by force and arms 
hath trespassed against the king in divers manners, 
therefore by the judgment of the officers of the said 
lord king, according to the law and custom of the 
kingdom of England Robin Hood Earl of Hunting¬ 
don is outlawed and banished. 

Robin. 

I have shelter’d some that broke the forest laws. 

This is irregular and the work of John. 

[* Irregular, irregular 1 (tumuli) Down with 
him, tear his coat from his back ! ’ 

Messenger. 

Ho there 1 ho there, the Sheriffs men without I 
Robin. 

Nay, let them be, man, let them be. We yield. 

How should we cope with John? The London 
folkmote 

Has made him all but king, and he hath seized 
On half the royal castles. Let him alone I (to his men) 
A worthy messenger 1 how should he help it ? ^ 

Shall we too work injustice ? what, thou shakest! 
Here, here—a cup of wine—drink and begone I 

[Exit Messenger. 
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We will away in four-and-twenty hours, 

But shall we leaver, our England ? 

Tuck. 

Robin, Earl— 


Robin. 

Let be the Earl, Henceforth I am no more 
Than plain, man to plain man. 

Tuck. 

Well, then, plain man, 

There be good fellows there in merry Sherwood 
That hold by Richard, tho’ they kill his deer. 

Robin. 

In Sherwood Forest. I have heard of them. 

Have they no leader ? 

Tuck. 

Each man for his owns 
Be thpu lp?tder and they will all of them 
to thy yoice like bees to the brass pan, 

Robin. 

They %:Rfchard—the wild wood I to cast 

AH threa<tori5;tec>$isehold habit, mix with all 



SCIiNE in 


TUR FORESTERS 




'The lusty life of wnod and underwood, 
liawk, hu/zard, jay, the mavis and tl\e incrle^ 

I’he tawny sciuirrol vaulting thro' the houghs, 

'I'he deer, the highback'd jiolccat, the wild boar, 

'The ]>urro\ving badger—By St Nicholas 
1 have a sudden passion for the wild wood-— 

We should he free as air in the wild wood- 

What say you ? shall we go? Your hands, your hands 1 

[Giveii Ms hand to eacA* 
You, Scarlet, you are always moody here. 

Scarlet. 

’*ris for no lack of love to you, my lord* 
liul lack of happiness in a blatant wife. 

She broke my head on d’ucsday with a dish. 

I would have thwacked the woman, I)Ut I did! not, 
Because thou sayest such fine things of woixien 
But 1 shall have to thwack her if 1 slay. 

Rouin. 

Would it be better for thee in the wood ? 

Scarlet. 

Ay, so she did not follow me to the wood. 

Korin. 

'Phen, Scarlet, thou at least wilt go with me. 

'Phou, Much, the miller’s son, I knew thy father: 
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He was a manly man, as thou art, Much, 

And gray before his time as thou art, Much. 

^ Much. 

It is the trick of the family, my lord. 

There was a-song he made to the turning wheel-— 

Robin. 

‘ Turn 1 turn V but I forget it. 

Much. 

I can sing it 

Robin. 

Not now, good Much! And thou, dear Little Joliri, 
Who hast that worship for me which Heaven knows 
I iU deserve—^you love me, all of you, 

But I am outlaw’d, and if caught, I die. 

Your hands again. All thanks for all your service ; 
But if you follow me, you may die with me. 

All. 

We will live and die with thee, we will live and die 
with thee. 


END OF ACT L 
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Scene 1. —A broad forest glade^ woodmatCs hut at one 
side with halfdoor^ Foresters are looking to 
their botvs and arrows^ or polishing their swords. 

Foresters sing {as they disperse to their work). 

There is no land like England 
Wherder the light of day he; 

There are no hearts like English hearts 
Such hearts of oak as they be. 

There is no land like England 
Wherier the light of day he ; 

There are no iMn like Englishmen 
So tall and bold as they he. 
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(Full chorus.) And these will strike for England 
And man a7id maid be free 
To foil and spoil the tyrant 
Beneath the greenwood tree. 

There is no land like England 
Wherier the light of day be ; 

There are no wives like English wives 
So fair and chaste as they he. 

There is no land like England 
Wherier the light of day be ; 

There are no maids like English 7naids 
So beautiful as they be. 

(Full chorus.) And these shall wed with freemen^^ 
And all their sons be free 
To sing the songs of England 
Beneath the greenwood tree. 


Robin (alone). 

iky lonely hour! 

The king of day hath stept from off his throne. 
Flung by the golden mantle of the cloild?, 

And sets, a naked fire. The King of .^England 
Perchance this day may sink as ^riously, 
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Red with his own and enemy’s blood—but no ! 

We hear he is in prison. It is my birthday.^ 

I have reign’d one year in the wild wood. \My mother, 
For whose sake, and the blessed Queen of Heaven, 

I reverence all women, bad me, dying, 

Whene’W this day should come- about, to carve 
One lone hour from it, so to meditate 
Upon my greater nearness to the birthday 
Of the after-life, when all the sheeted.dead 
Are shaken from their stillness in the grave 
By the last trumpet. 

Am I worse or better ? 

I am outlaw’d. 1 am none the, worse for that, 

I held for Richard, and I hated John. 

I am a thief, ay, and a king of thieves. 

Ay! but we rob the robber, wrong the wronger. 

And what we wring from them we give the poor. 

I am none the worse for that, and all the better 
For this free forest-life, for while I sat 
Among my thralls in my baronial hall 
The groining hid the heavens; but since I breathed, 
A houseless head beneath the sun and stars, 

The soul of the woods hath stricken thro’ my blood, 
The love jpi&feeedom, the desire of God, 

The h ope of larger life hereafter, more 

Tenfold thamander roof. \Hom blown. 

True, were I takeu 
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They would prick out my sight. A price is set 
On this poor head \ but I believe there lives 
No man who truly loves and truly rules 
His following, but can keep his followers true. 

I am one with mine. Traitors are rarely bred 
Save under traitor kitjg^l^ 0\xt vice-king John, 

: True king of vice—truO play on words—our John 
[By his Norrpan arrogance and dissoluteness, 

Hath made me king of all the discontent 
Of Erigland up thro’ all the forest land 
North to the Tyne: being outlaw’d in a land 
Where law lies dead, we make ourselves the law. 

Why break you thus upon my lonely hour ? 

Enter Little John and Kate. 

Little John. 

I found this white doe wandering thro’ the wood, 

Not thine, but mine. I have shot her thro’ the heart 

Kate. 

my lord. 1 have shot thro’ the heart. 

'' ' ' Robin. 

My God, thoii ^rl the very wOman 

On my dear Tell rn^ qi felt / 

TfeOti a very angel out of heav^i36id 

Where fares she ? 
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Kate. 

O my good lord, 

I am but an angel by reflected light. 

Your heaven is vacant of your angel. John— 

Shame on him!— 

Stole on her, she was walking fn the garden, 

And after some slight speech about the Sheriff 

He caught her round the waist, whereon she struck him, 

And fled into the castle. She and Sir Richard 

Have past away, I know not where; and I 

Was left alone, and knowing as I did 

That I had sliot him thro’ the heart, I came 

To eat him up and make an end of him. 

Little John. . ' 

In kisses ? 


Kate. 


You, how dare you mention kisses ? 
But I am weary pacing thro’ the wood. 

Show me some cave or cabin where I may rest. 


Robin. 

I will talk with thee anon. 

[Exeunt Little John and Kate, 
She brave Marian, struck the Prince, 

The scrpenf^hat had crept into the garden 
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And coil’d himself about her sacred waist. 

I think I should have stricken him to the death. 

He never will forgive her. 

O the Sheriff 

Would pay this cursed mortgage to his brother 
If Marian would marry him; and the son 
Is most like dead—if so the land may come 
To Marian, and they rate the land five-fold 
The worth of the mortgage, and who marries her 
Marries the land. Most honourable Sheriff 1 
(Passionately) Gone, and it may be gone for evermore! 
0 would that I could see her for a moment 
Glide like a light across these woodland ways I 
Tho' in. one moment she should glance away, 

I should be happier for it all the year. 

O would she moved beside me like my shadow! 

O would she stood before me as my queen, 

To make this Sherwood Eden o’er again, 

And these iough oaks the palms of Paradise ! 

Ah I but who be those three yonder with bows ?— 
not of 'my band~the Sheriff, and by heaven, Prince 
John himself and one of those mercenaries that suck 
the blood of England. My people are all, scattered I 
know not where. Have they oOme for me ?' Here 
is th^ hut. The foohpeople call" her a witch 
—a good i witch* to me I I will - sheiter\|^te,* 

[XhocAs ut the defpr of the hpt 
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Old Woman comes out 

Old Woman {kisses his hand). 

Ah dear Robin! ah noble captain, friend of the 
poor! 

Robin. 

I am chased by my foes. I have forgotten my 
horn that calls my men together. Disguise me—^thy 
gown and thy coif. 

Old Woman. 

Come in, come in \ I would give my life for thee, 
for when the Sheriff had taken all our goods for 
the King without paying, our horse and our little 
cart- 

Robin. 

Quick, good mother, quick I 

Old Woman. 

Ay, ay, gown, coif, and petticoat, and the old 
woman's blessing with them to the last fringe. 

[They go in. 

Enter Prince John, Sheriff of Nottingham, 
and Mercenary; 

Prince John. 

Did we not hear the two would pass this way ? 

They must have past Here is a woodman's hut 
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Mercenary. 

Take heed, take heed! in Nottingham they say 
There bides a foul witch somewhere hereabout. 

Sheriff. 

Not in this hut I take it. 

Prince John. 

Why not here ? 

Sheriff. 

I saw a man go in, my lord. 

Prince John. 

Not two ? 

Sheriff. 

No, my lord, one. 

Prince John. 

Make for the cottage then) 

Interior of tJie hut 
Robin disguised as old woman. 

Prince John (without), 

Kn6ck again \ knock again \ 
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Robin [to Old Woman). 

Get thee into the closet there, and make a 
ghostly wail ever and anon to scare ^em. 

Old Woman. 

I will, I will, good Robin. \Goes into closet. 

Prince John [without). 

Open, open, or I will drive the door from the 
doorpost. 

Robin [opens door). 

Come in, come in. 

Prince John. 

Why did ye keep us at the door so long? 

Robin [airtseymg). 

I was afear’d it was the ghost, your worship. 

Prince John. 

Ghost! did one in white pass ? 

Robin [curtsying). 

No, your worship. 

Prince John* 

Did two knights pass ? 


X 
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Robin (curtseying). 
No, your worship. 


Sheriff. 

I fear me we have lost our labour, then. 

Prince John. 

Except this old hag have been bribed to lie. 

Robin. 

We old hags should be bribed to speak truth, for, 
aod help us, we lie by nature. 

Prince John. 

There was a man just now that entered here ? 

Robin. 

There is but one old woman in the hut. 

[Old Woman yells. 

Robin. 

I crave your worship’s pardon. There is yet an¬ 
other old woman. She was murdered here a hundred 
year ago, and whenever a murder is to be done 
again she yells out i’ this way—so they say, your 
worship. 
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Mercenary. 

Now, if I hadn’t a sprig o’ wickentree sewn into 
my dress, I should run. 

Prince John. 

Tut! tut! the scream of some wild woodland thing. 
How came we to be parted from our men ? 

We shouted, and it/iey shouted, as I thought, 

But shout and echo play’d into each other 
So hollowly we knew not which was which. 

Robin. 

The wood is full of echoes, owls, elfs, ouphes, oafs, 
ghosts o’ the mist, wills-o’-the-wisp ; only they that 
be bred in it can find their way a»nights in it 

Prince John. 

I am footsore and famish’d therewithal. 

Is there aught there ? \Pomimg to aipboard, 

Robin, 

Naught for the likes o' you. 
Prince John. 

Speak straight out, crookback. 
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Robin. 

Sour milk and blagk bread. 

Prince John. 

Well, set them forth. I could eat anything. 

\He sets out a table with black bread. 
This is mere marble. Old hag, how should thy 
one tooth drill thro* this ? 

Robin. 

Nay, by St, Gemini, I ha’ two; and since the 
Sheriff left me naught but an empty belly, they can 
meet upon anything thro* a millstone. You gentles 
that live upo’ mahehet-bread and marchpane, what 
should you know 0 * the food o’ the poor ? Look ybu 
here, before you can eat it you must hack it with a 
hatchet, break it all to pieces, as you break the poor, 
2 ik you would hack at Robin Llood if you could light 
upon him {hacks it and flings two pieces). There’s for 
you, and there’s for you—and the old woman’s 
welcome. 


' Princbi John. 

The old wretch is mad, and her bread is beyond 
me: and the milk—fJtiigh! Hast thou anything to 
sweeten this? 
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Robin, 

Moic’h a pot o' wild honey from an old oak, saving 
your swwt ruvcrcnccs. 

Sheriff., 

'riu)u lust a cow then, hast thou ? 

Robin. 

Ay, for when the Sheriff took my little horse for 
the Kiiig without iuying for it- 

Sheriff, 

How hadst tliou then the means to buy a cow ? 

Robin. 

Eh, 1 would ha* given my whole body to the King 
had hi asked for it, like the woman at Acre when the 
Turk shot her as she was helping to build the mound 
against the city, I ha* served the King living, says 
she, and let me serve him dead, says she; let me go 
to make the mound; bury me in the mound^ says the 
woman. 

Sheriff. 

Ay, but the cow ? 

Robin, 


She was given me. 
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Sheriff, 

By whom ? 

Robin. 

By a thief. 

Sheriff. 

Who, woman, who ? 

Robin (sings). 

He was a forester good ; 

He was the cock d the walk ; 

He was the king d the wood. 

Your worship may find another rhyme if you 
to drag your brains for such a minnow. 

Sheriff. 

That cow was mine-v^ I have lost a cow 
meadow. Robin Hood was it ? I thought as rij 
He . will come to the gibbet at last. 

[Old Womant 

Mercenary. 

West siat, talk not of cows. You angel 

spirit. 

Prince John. 

Anger the scritch-owL 

MikfcENARY. 

But, my k)tft,the scritch-pwl bodes death, my 
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Robin. 

I beseech you all to speak lower. Robin may be 
hard by wi* three-score of his men. He often looks 
in here by the moonshine. Beware of Robin. 

[Old Woman 

Mercenary. 

Ay, do you hear ? There may be murder done. 

Sheriff. 

Have you not finished, my lord ? 

Robin. 

Thou hast crost him in love, and I have heard 
him swear he will be even wi' thee. 

[Old Woman 

Mercenary. 

Now is my heart so down in my heels that if’' I 
stay, I can’t run. 

Sheri^’f. 

Shall we not go ? 

Robin. 

And, old hag tho' I be, spell the hand. 

Give me thine. Ay, ay, the?&e o’ life is marked 
enow; but look, there is a cross line o’ sudden death. 
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1 pray thee go, go, fo^ thtf t^iou wouldst bar me fro’ 
the mill^ o’ my cow, I wouldn’t liave thy blood on 
my hearth. 

Prince John., 

Why do you listen, man, to the old fool ? 

Sheriff. 

I will give thee a silver penny if thqu wilt show us 
the way back to Nottjd|^iam. 

Robin (ptfiih a very low curlsey). 

All the sweet saints bless your worship for your 
alms to the old woman! but make baste then, and 
be sil^t^n the wood, Follow me. ^ ^ 

[Ta^es hi$ bow. 

'^{Tiey come out of th^ hut and close the door cccre/itHjt.) 
Outside hut 
Robin. 

. there may be a thief in every bush. 

, Prince. John. 

Mem should th*j^o|SMaii]iesto guide us? Where 
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Robin. 

The saints were so kind to both on us that he 
was dead before he was born. 

PitiNCE John. 

Half-witted and a witch to boot! Mislead us, 
and I will have thy life! and v'hat doest thou with 
that who art more bow-bent than the very bow thou 
earnest ? 

RobiIsf, 

I keep it to kill nightingales. 

Prince John, 

Nightingales! 

^ ' Robin^ 

Yqu see, they are so fond o' their own voices thaj: 
I cannot sleep o' nights by cause on 'em. 

Prince John. 

True soul of the Saxon churl fot wl|oA.song has 
no charm. 

Robin. 

Then I roast 'em, for I have^ii^ught else to live on 
{ivkims\ 0 your honour, I pr*y you too to give me 
an alms. {To Prince John^ 
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Sheriff. 

This is no bow to hit nightingales; this is a true 
woodman's bow of the best yew-wood to slay the 
deer. Look, my lord, there goes one in the moon¬ 
light. Shoot! 

Prince John {shoots). 

Missed ! There goes another. Shoot, Sheriff! 
Sheriff {shoots). 

Missed! 

^ Robin. 

And here comes another. Why, an old woman 
can shoot closer than you two. 

Prince John. 

Shoot then, and if thou miss I will fasten thee to 
^ine own doorpost and make thine old carcase a 
tjarget for us thre^\,,.' 

. Robin {raises Kimself upright^ shoots^ and hits). 

Hit! Did I not tell you an old woman could 
shoot better ? 

Prince John. 

Th<fu gaiuftst straight Th^u speakest manlike. 
Thou art no old woman—thou art disguised—thou 
art one of the thieves^ 

\Modies a clutch ^ the gown, which comes in pieces 
showing Robin in Ms forester^s dress. 
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Sheriff. 

It is the very captain of the thieves! 

Prince John. 

We have him at last; we have him at advantage. 
Strike, Sheriff! Strike, mercenary I 

\They draw swords and attack hint; 
he defends himself with his. 

Enter Little John. 

Little John. 

I have lodged my pretty Katekin .in her bower. 

How now ? Clashing of swords—three upon one, 
and that one our Robin! Rogues, have you no man¬ 
hood ? \praws and defends Robin. 

Enter Sir Richard Lea {draws his sword). 

Sir Richard Lea. 

Old as I am, I will not brook to see^ 

Three upon two. 

[Maid Marian in the armour of a Redcross Knight 
follows^ half unsheathing her sivord and half seen. 

Back 1 back! I charge thee, back ! 
Is this a game foi: thee to play at ? Away. 

[She retires to the fringe of the copse. He fights 
on Robin’s side. The other three are heaten 
off and exeunt. 
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Enter Friar Tuck. 

Friar Tuck. 

I am tOQ'late then with my, quarterstaff! 

Robin. 

Quick, friar, follow them : 

See whether there be more of 'em in the wood. 

Friar Tuck. 

On the gallop, on the gajlop, Robin, like a deer 
from a dog, or a colt from a gad fly, or a stump¬ 
tailed ox in May-time, or the cow that jumped over 
the moon. \Exit 

Robin. 

Nay, nay, but softly, lest they spy thee, friar! 

. [Ta 5ir Richard Lea w/to ruE 
Take thou mine arm. Who art thou, gallant knight ? 

Sir Richard. 

RDbm,T am Sir Richard of theXea. 

Who be those three that I have fought withal ? 

* 

Robin. 

Fringe J oh®, Sherifif, and a mercenary. 
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Silt KiniAKU, 

!‘rinre John again. Wc are Hying from this John. 

The Sheriff I am gricvctl it was the Sheriff j 
For, Kohin, he must Iw my son in-law. 

ThdU art an outl.iw, ami cuuUlst never [wy 
The mortgage on my lantl. Them wilt not see 
My Marian imire. So—so—I have presumed 
ticyond my strength. Clive me a draught of wine. 

[Marian eomti fonmrd. 
This is nry win Inil late csra|H.’d from prison, 

For whom 1 ran into my debt to the Ablxit, 

Two ihuuMnd marks in gold. 1 have |>aid him half. 
Tlini other ihonsand-Hihall I ever pay it ? 

A draught of wine. 

RotiiH. 

Our cellar is hard by. 

Take him, gnoii Mitlc John, and give him wine. 

Sm RiCHARn./mni’xtj' Liwlk John. 
A brave old fellow but he angers me. 

(7»* Maui Marian who UJollminf ; Iter father . 
Young Waller, nay, I pray thee, atay a moment, 

JMarian. 

A moment for some matter of no moment I 
Well—lake and* use your moment, while you may. 

Romm. 

Thou art her hrother, and her voice ii thine, 
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Her face is thine, and if thou be as gentle 
Give me some news of my sweet Marian. 

Where is she ? 

Marian. 

Thf sweet Marian ? I believe 
She canjie with'^me into the forest here. 

Robin. 

^,^h^ follow’d thee into the forest here ? 

Marian. 

my friend, I am sure I did not say. 
Robin. 

Thou blowest hot and cold. Where is she then ? 
Marian. 

Is she ^c^^Jiere with thep? 

Robin. 

Would God she were 1 
Marian. 

If not with thee I know not whpr^ fhe is. 

She may have lighted on your fairies here, 

And now be skipping in ^their fairy-rings, 

And capering hand i%1i^d with Oberon. 
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Robin. 

Peace! 

Marian. 

Or learning witchcraft of your woodland witch, 

And how to charm and waste the hearts of men. 

Robin. ‘' 

I'hat is not brother-like. 

Marian (^pointing io the sky)- 

Or there perchance 
Up yonder with the man i’ the mopn. 

Robin. 

’ No more! 

Marian. , 

Or haply fallen a victim to the wolf. 

Robin. 

'Fut! be there wolves in Sherwood ? 


Marian. 

The wolf, John I 

Robin. 

Curse him I but thou art mocking me. Thou art 
Her brother—I forgive thee. Come be thou 
My brother too. She loves m6 
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Marian. 

Doth she so ? 

Robin. 

Do you.dohht ndfe when I say she loves me, man ? 

^ Jr 

Marian. 

No, bufrmy father will not lose his land, 

lhan that woijld wed her with the Sheriff. 


Titpti,iKild'st wit!h»*him? 

Marian. 

Yes, in some sort I do. 
He is^5oft»and''almost mad to keep the land 

Rpbin, 

Thou hoM^sl o^ith" htei ? 

^’RIAN. 

iTell the^, in some sort. 



Sortfl sort I what soil^ what rso^pt ^ man art thou 
For land, not^love? TJlou wilt inherit the land, 
And so wouldst sell i^^ster to the Sheriff. 
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O thou untvorthy brother of my dear Marian 1 
And now, I do bethink me, thou wast by 
And never drewest s^ord to help the old man 
When he was fighting. 

Marian. 

There were three to three. 
Robin. 

Thou shouldst have ta^en his place, and fought for hijjn 
^Marian. 

lie did it so well there^^fe no call for me. 

Robin. 

My God I 

That such a brother —she marry the Sheriff!, 

CQme now, I fain would have a bout with 
it is but pastime—nay, I will^^ot harrn thee. 

Draw 1 

Earl, I would fight with anjiihiffiiii Out toee. 

Robin. 

Ay, ay, because jl Have a narh^iEi^ prowess* 

. Marian. 

It is not that 
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Robin. 

That! I believe thou feirst into the hands 

Of these same Moors thro’ nature’s baseness, criedst 

‘ I yield ’ almost before the thing was ask’d, 

Arid thro’ thy lack of manhood hast betrayed 
Thy father to the losing of his land. 

Come, boy ! ’tis but to see if thou canst fence. 

Draw I.- \JDra^s^ 

Marian. 

No, Sir Earl, I will not fight to-day. 

Robin. 

To-morrow then? 

Marian. 

Well, I will fight .to-iporrow.. ’ 
.Rqbin. 

Give me thy glove^upon it 

Marian glove and gives it to kim)^ 

Thfei! 

Robin. 

OGod! 

What sparkles in the moonlight on thy hand ? 

\Takes her hand. 
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In that great heat to wed her to the Sheriff . 
Thou laast robb’d my girl of her betrothal ring. 


No, no! 


Marian. 


Robin. 

What! do I not know mine own ring ? 


Marian. 

I keep it for her. 


Robin. 

Nay, she swore it never 

Should leave her finger. Give it me, by heaven, 

Or I will force it from thee. 

Marian. 

O Robin, Robin ! 

Robin. 

O my dear Marian, 

Is it thou ? is it thdu>. I fall before thee, clasp 
Thy knee§. J aslhamed. Thou shalt not noarry 
TJ^ Sheriff, but ^ide with me who love thee. 

^* 4 ? moonlight falls upQn her. 

0 look! before the shadow of these dark oaks 
Thou seem^st a saintly spkiidO'l® heaven, 
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Clothed with the mystic silver of her moon. 

Speak but one word not Only of forgiveness, 

But to show thou art mortal 

Marian. 

Mortal enough, 

If love for thee be mortal Lovers hold 
True love immortal Robin, tho' I love thee, 

We cannot come together in this world. 

Not mortal! after death, if after death- 

Robin {sjpringing up\ 

Life, life. I know not death, Why do you vex me 
With raven-croaks of death and after death? 

Marian. 

And I and he are passing overseas ; 

He has a' friend there will advance the monies, 

So now the forest lawns are all as bright 
As ways to heaven, I pray thee give us guided 
To lead us thro^ tjie windings of jthe wood. ‘ 

Robin? 

Must it be ’^P If it were 

Would ^ide* you thrc/ ^he forest to the sea 

But go not yet, st^ w4ft.|is,^and when thy brother-- 
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Marx^n. 

Robin, I ever held t^at jaying false 

That Love is blind, but thou hast proven it true. 

Why—even your woodland squirrel sees the nut 
Behind the shell, and thee however mask’d 
I should have known. But thou—^to dream that he 
My brother, my dear Walter—^now, perhaps, 

Fetter’d and lash’d, a galley-slave, or closed 
For ever in a Moorish tower, or wreckt 
And dead beneath the midland ocean, he 
As gentle as he’s brave—^that such as he 
Would wrest from me the precious ring I promised 
Never to part with—No, not he, nor any. 

I would have battled for it to the death. 

[In her excitement she draws her sword. 
See, thou hast wrong’d my brother and myself. 

Robin {hieeling). 

See then, I kneel once more to be forgiven. 

Scarlet, Much, several of the Foresters, 
ntshing on. 

Scarlet. 

Jx>ok 1 look I he kneels ! he has anger’d the foul witch, 
^Who melts a waxen image by Jhe fire. 

And drains the heart mai’ro^ from a man. 
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Much. 

Our Robin beaten, pleading fdr his life ! 

Seize on the knight! wrench his sword from him ! 

\They all rush on Marian. 

Robin {springing up and waving hts hand). 

Back ! 

Back all of you! this is Maid Marian 
Flying from John—disguised 

Men. 

Maid Marian ? she ? 

Scarlet. 

CAptain, we sa.w thee cowering to a knight 
And thought thou wert bewitch'd. 

Marian, 

You dared to dream 

That our great Rarl, the bravest English heart 
Since Hereward the Wake^ would cower to any 
Of mortal build Weak natures that impute 
Themselves to their unlikes, and their own want 
Of manhood to their leader 1 he would break, 

Far’aa the power of Jdbn-—^but you— 

What rightful cause could grotto auch a heat 
As bums a wroug td followers 
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Of him, who heads the movement, held him craven ? 
Robin—I know not, can I trust myself . 

With your brave band ? in some of these may lodge 
That baseness which for fear or monies, might 
Betray me to the wild Prince. 

Robin. 

No, love, no! 

Not any of these, I swear. 


Men. 

No, nc^^ we swear. 


Scene IL — Another Glade in the^ Forest, 
Robin and Marian passing. Enter Forester. 
Forester. 

KnighV your good father had his draught of wine 
An^.then Ibe swoon’d away. He had been hurt. 
And bled beneath his armour. Now he cries 
‘The land! the land!' Come to him. 

Marian. 

O my poor father! 
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Robin. 

Stay with, us in this wood, till he recover. 

We know 'all balms and simples of the field 
To help a wound. Stay with us here, sweet love, 
Maid Marian, till thou wed what man thou wilt 
All here will prize thee, honour, worship thee, 

Crown thee with flowers • and he will soon be well; 
All will be well. 

Marian. 

0 lead me to my father ! 

[As they are going out efiter Little John and 
KLate who falls on the neck ^Marian* 

Kate. 

No, no, false knight, thou canst not hide thyself 
From her who loves thee. 

Little John. 

What I 

By all the devils in and out of Hell! 

Wilt thou embrace thy sweetheart Tore mf^face:f; 
Quick with thy sword! the yeoman braves the Imigbt. 
"There 1 with the flat of his sword). 

ilARiAN {layiHi'about 

Are the and »d:^^e I 
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Kate. 

O hold thy hand! this is our Marian. 

Little John. 

What! with this skill of fence! let go mine arm. 
Robin. 

Down with thy sword ! She is my queen and thine, 
The mistress of the band. 

Marian {sheathing her sword ). 

A maiden now 

Wer^ ill;bested in these dark days of John, 

Except she could defend her innocence.^ 

O lead me to my father. ^ 

[Exeunt Robin and Marian. 

Little J9HN. 

. Speak to me, 

I ail^dike*^ boy now going to be whipt; 

1 J i&ve done amiss, have been a fool. 

Speak io me, Kate, and say you pardon me! 

ICate. 

I never will speak word to thee again. 

What? to;3(i5?tirust yqu say you love 
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Is to mistrust your own love for your girl 1 
How should you love if you mistrust your love ? 

Little John. 

0 Kate, true love and jealousy are twins, 

And love is joyful, innocent, beautiful, 

And jealousy is wither’d, sour and ugly: 

Yet are they twins and always go together. 

Kate. 

Well, well, until they cease to go together, 

I am but a stone and a dead stock to thee. 

Little John. 

I thought I ^w thee clasp and kiss a man 
And it was but a woman, iParSon me. 

‘Kate. 

Ay, for I much disdain thee, but if ever 
Thou see me clasp and kiss a man indeedj^ 

I will again be thine, and not till then. 

Little John. 

I have beetf i fool and I have lost my Kate. \Mxtt 

i 
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Robin. 

He dozes I have left her watching him. 

She will not marry till her father yield. 

The old man dotes. 

Nay—and she will not marry till Richard come, 

And that’s at latter Lammas—never perhaps. 

Besides, tho’ Friar Tuck m!ght make us one, 

An outlaw’s bride may not be wife in law. 

I am weary. \Lying down on a hank. 

What’s here ? a dead bat in the fairy ring— 

Yes, I remember, Scarlet hacking down 

A hollow ash, a bat flew out at him 

In the clear noon, and hook’d him by the hair, 

And he was scared and slew it. My men say 
The fairies haunt this glade \—if one could catch 
A glimpse of them and of their fairy Queen— 

Have our loud pastimes driven them all away? 

I never saw them; yet I could believe 
There came some evil fairy at my birth 
And cursed me, as the last heir of my race: 

* This l^y will never wed the maid he loves, 

Nor leave a child behind him’ (yawns). Weary— 
weary 

As the’ a spell were on me (ke dreams). 

\The whole stage lights up, and faints art seen swing¬ 
ing on houghs and nestling in hollow trunks. 
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Titania on a hill^ Fairies on either side of her, 
the moon above the MIL 

First Fairy. 

Evil fairy ! do you hear ? 

So he said who lieth here. 

Second Fairy. 

We be fairies of the wood. 

We be neither bad nor good. 

First Fairy. 

Back and side and hip and rib^ 

Ifip^ nip him for his fib. 

TitaniA. 

Nip him not, but leUhim snore. 

We must flit for efoermore. 

First Fairy. 

Tit, my queen, must it be sot 
Wherefore, wherefore should we go f 

Titania. 

T Titania bid you flit, 

Andyod. dare^a mil me Tit. 



THE FORESTERS 


First Fairy. 

TzV, for love and brevity^ 

Not for love of levity. 

Titania. 

Per test of our flickering mob^ 
Wouldst thou call my Oberon Ob ? 

First Fairy. 

Nay^ an please your Elfin Grace^ 
Never Ob before his face. 

Titania. 

Fairy realm is breaking down 
When the fairy lights the crown. 

First Fairy. 

No, by wisp and glowworm, no. 
Only wherefore should we go ? 

Titania. 

We must fly from Robin Hood 
And this new queen of the wood. 

First Fairy. 

True, she is a goodly thing. 
Jealousy, jealousy of the king. 
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Titania. 

Kay^ for Oberon fled away 
Twenty thousand leagues i(hday» 

Chorus. 

Look^ there comes a deputation 
From our finikin fairy nation. 

Enter several Fairies* 

Third Fairy. 

Crushed my hat whereon 1 flew ! 
Found him dead and drencKd in dew^ 
Queen. 

Fourth. Fairy. 

'«N 

Quashed my frog, that used to quack 
When 1 vaulted on his backy 

Queen. 

Fifth Fairy, 

KilPd the sward mherier they saty 
Queen. 

Sixth Fairy. 

Lusty bracken beaten flaty 

Queen. 
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Seventh Fairy. 

Honest daisy deadly bruised^ 

Queen. 


Eighth Fairy. 

Modest maiden lily abused^ 

Queen. 


Ninth Fairy. 

Beetlds jewel armour cracked, 

Queen. 


Tenth Fairy. 

Reed 1 rocked upon broken-bacHd, 

Queen. 


Fairies ijn chorus). 

We be scared with song and shout 
Arrows whistle all about. 

All our games b^ jfut to rout. 

All our rings be trampled out. 
Lead us thou to some deep glen., 

. Far from solid foot of men^ 

Never to return again^ 

Queen. 
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Titania (40 First Fairy). 
with sj^itejul heart and eye^ 

Talk of jealousy ?. You see why 
We must leave the woifd and fly. 

(To all the Fairies, who singeit intervals with 
Titania.) 

with you^ out of the forest and over ihe hills ,, and 
away, ^ 

And over this Robin Hoodls bayi 
Up thrd the light of the seas by ihe ^pfls Igng'Silvering 
ray I 

To a land where the fay^ 

Not an eye to survey^ 

In the nighty in the day, 

Can have frolic Md flay. 

Up with you, all of you, out of it I hear and obey. 

Man, lying here alone. 

Moody creature, 

Of a nature 

Stronger, sadder than my own. 

Were T human, were fl 
1 could love yoM like 
Man, man, , 

You shall wed your Manan. 

She is true, and you true. 

And you love her and sh^ loves you 
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Both he hapjyy^ and adieu for ever and for &vemiore — 
adieu, 

Robin (fialf wakinf). 

Shall I be happy ? Happy vision, stay. 

Titania. 

Up withyou^ all of you^ off with you^ out of it^ over the 
wood and away/ 


END OF ACT II 


Note, —In the stage copy of my play I have had this 
Fairy Scene transferred to the end of the Third Act, for 
the sake of modern dramatic effect. 


z 
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THE CROWNING OF MARIAN 



ACT III 


Scene I .—Heart of the forest 
Marian and Kate ifn Foresteri green). 

Kate. 

What makes you seem so cold to Robin, lady ? 
Marian. 

What makes thee think I seem so cold to Robin ? 
Kate* 

You never whisper close as lovers do, 

Nor care to leap into each other^s arms. 

Marian. 

There is a fence I cannot overleap, 

My father’s will 
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Kate. 

Then you will wed the Sheriff ? 
Marian. 

When heaven falls, I may light on such a lark 1 
But who art thou to catechize me—^thou 
That hast not made it up with Little John! 

Kate. 

I wait till Little John makes up to me. 

Marian. 

good Robin fancied me a man, 

And drew his sword upon me, and Little John 
Fancied he saw thee clasp and kiss a man. 

Kate, 

Well,, if Jie fancied that / fancy a man 
Other than him, he is not the man for me. 

Marian. 

An^ that woxild quite ««inan him, heart and souL 
are thine 



But tist;€^-vOverhead- 
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Fluting, and piping and luting * Love, love, love*— 
Those sweet tree-Cupids half-way up in heaven, 

The birds-r-would I were one of *em! 0 good Kate— 
If my man-Robin were but a bird-Robin, 

How happily would we lilt among the leaves 
‘ Love, love, love, love *—what merry madness—listen 1 
And let them warm thy heart to Little John. 

Look where he comes ! 


Kate. 

I will not meet him yet, 
ril watch him from behind the trees, but call 
Kate when you will, for I am close at hand. 


Kate stands aside and enter Robin, and after Mm at 
a little distance Little John, Much the Miller^s 
son^ and Scarlet with an oaken chaplet^ and 
other Foresters. 

Little John. 

My lord—Robin—I crave pardon—you always 
seem to me my lord—I Little John, he Much the 
miller’s son, and he Scarlet, honouring all womankind, 
and more especially my lady Marian, do here,^ in Jhe 
name of all oui:, ,woodmen, present her 
oaken chaplet m Queen of the wood, I Little^^ySso, 
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he, young Scarlet, and he, pld Much, and all the rest, 
of us. 

Much. 

And I, old Much, say as much, for being every 
inch a man I honour every inch of a woman. 

Robin. 

Friend Scarlet, art thou less a man than Much ? 

Why art thou mute ? Dost thou not honour woman ? 

SCARJL’Et, 

Robin, I do, but I have a bad wife. 


Robin. 

Then let her pass as an exception, Scarlet 
Scarlet,^ 

So I would, Robin, if any man would accept her. 


Marian {puts on the chaplet ). 


Had I a bulrush now in this right hand 
For sceptre, I were like a queen indeed 
l thank you for your loyalty, 


ke aiid wear this symbol of your love; 
Ifte py kindly father sound apin^ 



happy as the larks in 
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And join your feasts and all your forest games 
As far as maiden might Farewell, good fellows! 

\Exmint several Foresters, the others withdraw 
to the bach 


Robin. 

Sit here by me, where the most beaten track 
Runs thro^ the forest, hundreds of huge oaks, 

GnarPd—older than the thrones of Europe—look. 
What breadth, height, strength—torrents of eddying 
bark! 

Some hollow-hearted from exceeding age— 

That never be thy lot or mine!—and some 
Pillaring a leaf-sky on their monstrous boles, 

Sound at the core as we are. Fifty leagues 
Of woodland hear and know my horn, that scares 
The Baron at the torture of his churls, 

The pillage of his vassals. 

O maiden-wife. 

The oppression of our people moves me so. 

That when I think of it hotly, Love himself 
Seems but a ghost, but when thou feePst with me 
The ghost returns to Marian, clothes itself 
In maiden flesh and blood, and looks at once 
Maid Marian, and that maiden freedom which 
Would never brook the tyrant Live thou maiden I 
Thou art more my wife so feeling, than if my wife . 
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And sitin g with these proud priests, and these 
Barons, 

Devils, that make this blessed England hell. 

Marian. 


Earl- 


. Robin. 

Nay, no Earl am L lam English yeoman. 


Marian. 

Then I am yeo-woman. O ,tlw, clumsy word! 

7 

Robin.' 

Take thou this light kiss for thy clumsy word. 
Kiss me again. 

Marian, 

Robin, I will not kiss thee, 
For that belongs to marriage 3 but I hold thee 
The husband of my heart, the noblest light 
That ever flash’d across my life, and I 
Embrace thee with the kisses of the soul. 


Robin. 

I thank thee. 

Marian. 

Scarlet told me—^is it true ?— 
fet week return’d to Nottir^am, 
klfethe foolish world is pressin| 



SCENE X 


THU FORESTERS 


Robin. 

Sit here, my queen, and judge the world with me. 
Doubtless, like judges of another bench, 

However wise, we must at times have wrought 
Some great injustice, yet, far as we knew, 

We never robb’d one friend of the true King. 

We robb’d the traitors that are leagued with John 
We robb’d the lawyer who went against the law; 
We spared the craftsman, chapman, all that live 
By their own hands, the ^bourer, the poor priest 
We spoird the prior, friar, abbot, monls;, 

For playing upside down with Holy Writ. 

‘ Sell all thou hast and give it to the poor; ’ 

Take all they have and give it to thyself! 

Then after we have eased them of their coins 
It is our forest custom they should revel 
Along with Robin, 

Marian. 

And if a woman pass-- 

Robin. 

Dear, in these days of Norman license, when 
Our English maidens are their prey, if ever 
A Norman damsel fell into our hands, 

In this dark trocHl when all was in our power 
We never a woman. 
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Marian. 

Noble Robin. 


Little John (coming firtvarci). 
Here come three beggars. 

Enter the three Beggars. 


Little John. 


Tolll 

First Beggar. 

Eh! we be beggars, we come to ask o’ you. 
ha’ nothing. 


Second Beggar. 


We 


Rags, nothing but our rags. 


Third Beggar. 

I have but one penny in pouch, and so you would 
make it two I should be grateful. 


Marian. 

B^gars, you ate sturdy rogues that should be set 
' You are those that tr^p,th|#«ountry, filch 
the litSIh from the hawthorn^ poisi^ i^^.house-dog, 
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and scare lonely maidens at the farmstead. Search 
them, Little John. 

Little John. 

These two have forty gold marks between them, 
Robin. 

Robin. 

Cast them into our treasury, the beggars' mites. 
Tart shall go to the almshouses at Nottingham, part 
to the shrine of our Lady. Search this other. 

Little John. 

He hath, as he said, but one penny. 

Robin. 

Leave it with him and add a gold mark thereto. 
He hath spoken truth in a world of lies. 

Third Beggar. 

I thank you, my lord. 

Little John. 

A fine, a fine! he hath caUed plain Robin a lord. 
How much for a beggar? 

Robin. 

Take his penny and leave him his gold mark. 
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Little John. 

Sit there, knaves, till the captain call for you, 

\They j^ass behind the trunk of an oak 07 i the ri^ht 

Marian. 

Art thou not hard upon them, my good Robin ? 
Robin. 

They might be harder upon thee, if met in a black 
lane at midnight: the throat might gape before the 
tongue could cry who ? 

Little John. 

Here comes a citizen, and I think his wife. 

Enter Citizen and Wife. 

Citizen. 

That business which we have in Nottingham- 

Little John. 

Halt! 

Citizen. 

O dear wife, we haVe fallen int^ the hands 
Of Robi» Hbod. 
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Mariam. 

And Robin Hood hath sworn— 
Slaiui' dice, John, thou hast forgotten— 

TlvU hy ihi- blessed Mother no man, so 

His own inic wife eamc with him, should be stay’d 

J' tom (xusing unward. Fare you well, fair lady! 

\Bowing to her. 

Robin. 

Anil may your business thrive in Nottingham ! 
Citizen. 

I th.ink you, noble sir, the very blossom 
Of iMiidits. Curtsey to him, wife, and thank him. 

Wife. 

I thank you, noble sir, and will pray for you 
'llial nwy thrive, but in some kindlier trade. 

Citizen. 

Away, away, wife, will thou anger him ? 

\Exeuttt Citizen and Ms Wife. 

Little John. 

Here cumo three friars. 
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Robin. 

Marian, thou and thy woman {looking round). 

Why, where is Kate ? 

Marian (calling). 

Kate! 

Kate. 

Here! 

Robin. 

Thou and thy woman are a match for three 
friars. Take thou my bow and arrow and compel 
them to pay toll.. 

Marian. 

Toll! 

£nter three Friars. 

First Friar (advancing). 

Behold a pretty Dian of the wood, 

Prettier than that same widow which you wot of. 

Ha, brother. Toll, my dear ? the toll of love. 

Marian (drawing how). 

Back! how much money hast thou in thy purse ? 
First Friar. 

Thou art playing with us. How should poor friars 
have money ? 
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Marian. 

How much ? how much ? Speak, or the arrow flies. 


First Friar. 

How much? well, now I bethink me, I have one 
mark in gold which a pious son of the Church gave 
me this morning on my setting forth. 

Marian (pending bow at tJie second). 

And thou ? 

Second Friar. 

Well, as he said, one mark in gold. 

Marian (bending bow at the thir£). 

And thou ? 

Third Friar. 

One mark in gold. 


Marian- 

Search them, Kate, and see if they have spoken 
truth. 

Kate. 

They are all mark’d men. They have told but a 
tenth of the truth: they have each ten marks in gold. 
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. Marian. 

Leave them eadi what they say is theirs, and take 
the twenty-seven marks to the captain’s treasury. 
Sit there till you be called for. 

First Friar. 

We have fall’n into the hands of Robin Hood. 

[Marian and Kate retnrfi to Robust- 
\T}ie Friars pass behind an oak on the left 

Robin. 

Honour to thee, brave Marian, and thy Kate. 

I know them arrant knaves in Nottingham. 

One half of this shall go to those they have wrong’d, 
One half shall pass into our treasury. 

Where lies that cask of wine whereof we plunder'd 
The Norman prelate? 

Little John. 

In that oak, where twelve 
stand upright, nor touch each other. 

Ro5bin, 

Good I 

Roll ^ in here These friars, thieves!, and liars, 

SWl drink the k^alth of our new woodland Queen* 
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And they shall pledge thee, Marian, loud enough 
To fright the wild hawk passing overhead, 

The mouldwarp underfoot 

Marian. 

They pledge me, Robin ? 
The silent blessing of one honest man 
Is heard in heaven—the wassail yells of thief 
And rogue and liar echo down in Hell, 

And wake the Devil, and I may sicken by ^em. 

Well, well, be it so, thou strongest thief of all, 

For thou hast stolen my will, and made it thine. 

Friar Tuck, Little John, Much, 
and Scarlet roll In cask. 

Friar Tuck. 

I marvel is it sack or Malvoisie ? 

Robin. 

Do me the service to tap it, and thou wilt know. 
Friar Tuck. 

I would tap myself in thy service, Robin. 

Robin. 

And thou wouldst run more wine than blood. 
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Friar Tuck. 

And both at thy service, Robin. 

Robin. 

I believe thee, thou art a good fellow, though a 
friar. \They pour the wine into mps. 

Friar Tuck. 

Fill to the brim. Our Robin, King o’ the woods. 
Wherever the horn sound, and the buck bound, 
Robin, the people’s fnend, the King o’ the woods! 

{They drinh. 

Robin. 

To the brim and over till the green earth drink 
Her health along with us in this rich draught, 

And answer it in flowers. The Queen o’ the woods. 
Wherever the buck bound, and the horn sound. 

Maid Marian, Queen o’ the woods ! \They drink. 

Here, you three rogues, 
\To the Beggars. They come out. 
You caught a lonely woodman of our band, 

And bruised him almost to the death, and took 
His monies. 


Third Beggar. 
Captain, nay, it wasn’t me 
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Robin. 

You ought to dangle up there among the crows. 
Drink to the health of our new Queen o’ the woods, 
Or else be bound and beaten. 

First Beggar. 

Sir, sir—well. 

We drink the health of thy new Queen o’ the woods. 
Robin. 

Louder! louder! Maid Marian, Queen o’ the woods! 
Beggars (s/i(?uting). 

Maid Marian, Queen o’ the woods: Queen o’ the 
woods! 

First and Second Beggars { aside ). 

The black fiend grip her! 

\They drink, 

Robin {to the Priars). 

And you three holy men, 

[They come cut 

You worshippers of the Virgin, one of you 
Shamed a too trustful widow whom you heard 
In her confession; and another—worse !— 

An innocent maid. Drink to the Queen o’ the woods, 
Or else be bound and beaten. 
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First Friar. 

Robin Hood, 

These be the lies the people tell of us, 

Because we seek to curb their viciousness. 

However—to this maid, this Queen o’ the woods. 

Robin. 

Louder, louder, ye knaves. Maid Marian! 

Queen o’ the woocjs ! 

Friars {shouting). 

Maid Marian, Queen o’ the woods. 
First Friar {aside). 

Maid? 

Second Friar {aside). 

Paramour! 

Third Friar {aside). 

Hell take her! 

{They drinJk* 

Friar Tuck. 

Robin, will you not hear one of these beggars’ 
catches ? They can do it. I have heard ’em in the 
market at Mansfield. 
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Little John. 

No, my lord, hear ours—Robin—I crave pardon, 
I always think of you as my lord, but I may still say 
my lady; and, my lady, Kate and I have fallen out 
again, and I pray you to come between us again, for, 
my lady, we have made a song in your honour, so 
your ladyship care to listen. 

Robin. 

Sing, and by St. Mary these beggars and these 
friars shall join you. Play the air, Little John. 

Little John. 

Air and word, my lady, are maid and man. Join 
them and they are a true marriage; and so, I pray 
you, my lady, come between me and my Kate and 
make us one again. Scarlet, begine 

\Playmg the air on his viol 

Scarlet. 

By all the deer that spring 
Thrd wood and lawn and ling,, 

When all the leaves are green ; 

By arrow and gray goosewing, 

When horn and echo ring, 

We care so much for a King ; 

We care not much for a Queen — 

For a Queen, for a Queen d the woods. 
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Marian. 

Bo you call that in my honour? 

Scarlet. 

Bitters before dinner, my lady, to give you a relish. 
The first part—made before you came among us— 
they put it upon me because I have a bad wife. I 
love you all the same. Proceed. \All tM rest sing. 

By all tlu learns of sjpring^ 

And all the birds that sing 
When all the leaves are green ; 

By arrow and by bowstrings 
We care so muck for a King 
That we would die for a Queen — 

For a Queens for a Queen 6 the woods. 

Enter Forester. 

Forester. 

Black news, black news from Nottingham! I grieve 
I am the Raven who croaks it My lord John, 

In wrath because you drove him from the forest, 

Is coming with a swarm of mercenaries 
To break our band and scatter us to the winds, 

Marian. 

O Robin, Robin ! See that men be set 
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Along the glades and passes of the wood 
To warn us of his coming! then each man 
That owns a wife or daughter, let him bury her 
Even in the bowels of the earth to ’scape 
The glance of John- 

Robin. 

You hear your Queen, obey! 


END OF ACT III 
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ACT IV 


Scene. —A forest bower^ cavern in background. 
Sunrise. 

Marian (rising to meet .Robin). 

Robin, the sweet light of a mother’s eye, 

That beam of dawn upon the opening flower, 

Has never glanced upon me when a child. 

He was my father, mother, both in one. 

The love that children owe to both I give 
To him alone. 

(Robin offers to caress her.) 

Marian. 

Quiet, good Robin, quiet! 

You lovers are such clumsy summer-flies 
For ever buzzing at your lady’s face. 

Robin. 

Bees rather, flying to the flower for honey. 
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Marian (sings\ 

The bee huz^d up in the heat 
^ I am faint for your honey ^ my sweeV 
The flower said ‘ Take ity my dear^ 

For now is the spring of the year. 

So come^ come ! ’ 

^Humr 

And the bee buzzed down from the heat 

And the bee buzsld up in the cold 
When the flower was withered and old. 
^ Ham you still any honey ^ my dear?* 
She said * Its the fall of the year^ 

But come, come j * 

^Humr 

And the bee buz^d off in the cold. 
Robin. 

Out on thy song 1 

Marian. 

Did I not sing it in tune ? 
Robin. 

No, swe^eart! put of tune with Love and me. 
. „ Marian. 

And yet in Nature and the bees. 
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Robin. 

Out on it, I say, as out of tune and time! 

Marian. 

Till thou thyself shalt come to sing it—^in time. 

Robin {taking a tress of her hair in his hand ). 
Time ! if his backward-working alchemy 
Should change this gold to silver, why, the silver 
Were dear as gold, the wrinkle as the dimple. 

Thy bee should buzz about the Court of John. 

No ribald John is Love, no wanton Prince, 

The ruler of an hour, but lawful King, 

Whose writ will run thro’ all the range of life. 

Out upon all hard-hearted maidenhood I 

Marian. 

And out upon all simple batchelors ! 

Ah, well! thou seest the land has come between us. 
And my sick father here has come between us, 

And this rich Sheriff too has come between us; 

So, is it not all over now between us ? 

Gone, like a deer that hath escaped thine arrow! 

Robin. 

What deer when I have mark’d him ever yet 
Escaped mine arrow? over is it? wilt thou 
Give me thy hand on that ? 
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Marian. 

Take it. 


Robin (kisses %er hand). 

The Sheriff! 

This.ring cries out against thee. Say it again, 

And by this ring the lips that never breathed 
Love’s falsehood to true maid will seal Love’s truth 
those jweet lips that dare to dally with it 


Marian. 

Quiet, quiet! or I will to my fath^, 

Robin. 

So, then, thy father will not grace our feast 
With his white beard to-day. 

Mariani ^ 

Being io sick 

How should he, Robin ? 

Robin. 

Then that bond he hath 
Of the Abbot—^wilt thou ask him for it ? 


Marian. 


Why? 
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Robin. 

I have sent to the Abbot and justiciary 
To bring their counter-bopd into the forest. 

Marian. 

But will they come ? , 

Robin. 

If not I have let them know 
Their lives uns^edn any of these our woods, 

And in the wint^ I will fire their farms. 

But I have sworn by our Lady if they come 
t will not tear the bond, but see fair play 
Betwixt them and Sir Richard—promised too, 

So that they deal with us like honest men, 

They shall be handled with all courteousness. 

Marian. 

What wih thou do with the bond then ? 


Robin. 

What wilt thou do with the Sheriff? 


Wait and see. 


Marian. 

Wait and see. 
{Exit Marian. 


I bring the bond. 
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Enter Little John, Friar Tuck, and Much, ani 
Foresters and Peasants laughing and talking. 

Robin. 

Have ye glanced down thro' all the forest ways 
And mark'd if those two knaves from York be 
coining ? 

Little John. 

"Not yet,' but here comes one of bigger mould. 

, * [Enfer King Richard. 

Art thou a knight ? 

King Richard. 

I am. 

Robin. 

And walkest here 
Unarmour'd ? all these walks are Robin Hood^s 
And sometimes ^perilous. 

King Rixihard. 

Good! but having lived 
For twenty days and nights in mail, at last 
I oawFd like a sick crab from my old shell, 

*h9ig^, breathe for a moment free of shield 
^.4jid,Wira5Siin this forest where I dream’d 
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That all was peace—not even a Robin Hood— 
(Aside) What if these knaves should know me for 
their King ? 

Robin. 

Art thou for Richard, or allied to John ? 

King Richard. 

I am allied to John. 

Robin. 

The worse for thee. 

King Richard. 

Art thou that banish^ lord of Huntingdon, 

The chief of these outlaws who break the law ? 

Robin. 

I am the yeoman, plain Robin Hood, and being 
out of the law* how should we break the law ? if we 
broke into it again we should break the law, and then 
we were no longer outlaws. 

King Richard. 

But, Earl, if thou be he- 

Friar Tuck. 

Fine him ! fine him! he hath called plain Robin 
an earl. How much is it, Robin, for a knight ? 
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Robin. 

A mark. 

King Richard {gives it ). 

There 

Robin. 

Thou payest easily, like a good fellow, 

But being o* John^s side we must have thy gold. 

King Richard. 

But I am more for Richard than for John. 

Robin. 

What, what, a truckler! a word-eating coward ! 

Nay, search him then. How much hast thou about 
thee? 

^ King Richard. 

I had one mark. 

ROBip. 

What more ? 

King Richard. 

No more, I think. 

But how then if I will not bide to be search'd ? 

Robin. 
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King Richard. 

And I might deal with four. 

Robin. 

Good, good, I love thee for that! but if I wind 
This forest-horn of mine I can bring down 
Fourscore tall fellows on thee. 

King Richard. 

Search me then. 

I should be hard beset with thy fourscore. 

Little Joun (searching King Richard). 
Robin, he hath no more. He hath spoken truth. 

Robin. 

I am glad of it Give higa back his gold again. 
King Richard. 

But I had liefer than this gold again— 

Not having broken fast the livelong day— 
Something to eat 

Robin. 

And thou shalt have it, man. 
Our feast is yonder, spread beneath an oak, 
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Venison, and wild boar, hare, geese, besides 
Hedge-pigs, a savoury viand, so thou be 
Squeainish at eating the King^s venison. 

King Richard. 

Hay, Robin,,.! am like thyself in that 
I look on thei, King’s venison as my own. 

Friar Tuck. 

Ay, ay, Robin, but let him know our forest laws: 
he that pays not for his dinner must fight for it. In 
the sweat of' thy brow, says Holy "Writ, shalt thou 
eat bread, but in the sweat of thy brow and thy breast, 
and thine arms, and thy legs, and thy heart, and thy 
liver, and' in the fear of thy life shalt thou eat the 
Kin^ytoson~ay, and so thou fight at quarterstaff 
for thj^^ir with our Robin, that will give thee a ’ 
it, though tho%|i^ like a bottle full up 
to the^^^r^ as hollow;'is^^ or the shambles- 
oak, a weasel-sucked egg,^or 't5he head of a fool, or 
the heart of Prince JQhu,H^or any 'other symbol of 
vaOTty, 

iTk^f^ng^out tke qnarterstajfs, and ike Foresters 
PiBASANxis crowd round to set tht games^ ccnd 
at miervals. 

Rioharu. 

Great quarferstaff. 
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Little John, 

A fine! a fine I He hath called plain Robin a 
king. 

Robin. 

A shadow, a poetical fiction^—did ye not call me 
king in your song ?—a mere figure. 'Let it go by. 

Friar Tuck. 

No figure, no fiction, Robin. What, is not man 
a hunting animal ? And look you now, if we kill a 
stag, our dogs have their paws cut off, and the hunters, 
if caught, are blinded, or worse than blinded. Is 
that to be a king ? If the king and the law work 
injustice, is not he that goes against the king and the 
law the true king in the sight of the King of kings ? 
Thou art the king of the forest, and I wol?].d thou 
wert the king of the land. 

Kino Richard. 

This fri^s^^much boldness, noble captain. 
Robin. 

He hath got it from the bottle, noble knight. 

Friar Tuck. 

Boldness out of the bottle 1 I defylihee. 

Boldness is in the blood, Truth in the bottle. 
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She lay so long at the bottom of her well 
In the cold water that she lost her voice, 

And so she glided up into the heart 

<y the bottle, the warm wine, and found it again. 

In vino veritas. Shall I undertake 
The knight ^ quarterstaff, or thou ? 

Robin. 

Peace, magpie! 

Give him the quarterstaff. Nay, but thyself 
Shalt play a bout with me, that he may see 
The fashion of it 

[Plays with Friar Tuck at quarters fag 





King Richard.' 

Well, then, let me try. [They pfay 
I know no quarterstaff. 


Robin. ^ 

Then thou shalt play the game of bpffets us. 


King Richard. 

What’s that?: 

Robin. 

I stand up here, there. I give thee 
A buffet, and^i^oi|jme. . The Holy Virgin 
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Stand by the strongest I am overbreathed, 

Friar, l)y rny two bouts at quarterstaff. 

Take him and try him, friar. 

Friar Tuck. 

There! \Strikes, 

King Richard {strikes). 

There! [Friar falls. 

Friar Tuck. 

There! 

Thou hast roll'd over the Church militant 
Like a tdd of wool from wagon into warehouse. 

Nay, I defy thee still. Try me an hour hence. 

I am misty with my thimbleful of ale. 

Robin. 

Thou seest, Sir Knight, our friar is so holy 
That he’s a miracle-monger, and can make 
Five qutai^ pass into a thimble. Up, good Much. 

Friar Tuck. 

And snow tnyseii more of a man than me. 

Much. . 

Well, no man yet has ever bowl'd me down. 
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Scarlet. 

Ay, for old Much is every inch a man. 

; Robin. 

We should be all the more beholden to him. 

Much. 

Much and' more 1 much and more! I am the 
oldest of thy men, and thou and thy youngsters are 
always muching and moreing me. 

Robin. 

Because thou art always so much mora a man 
than my. youngsters, old Much. 

Much. 

Well, we Muches be old. 

Robin. 

Old as the hills. 

^ Much, 

_ Old as the miH. We had,it:? th^CM King’s 
time, and so I. may, be more of a man than to be 
bowled over like a ninepin. There I \_Strikes. 


There! 


^NG .Richard. 


[Much falls. 
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Robin. 

‘ Much would have more/ says the proverb; but 
Much hath had more than enough. Give me thy 
hand. Much; I love thee (Jifts him up). At him, 
Scarlet! 

Scarlet. 

I cannot cope with him: my wrist i§ strain’d.' 

King Richard. 

Try, thyself, valorous Robin I 

Robin. 

I am mortally afear’d o’ thee, thou big man, 

But seeing valour is one against all odds, 

There! 

Richard. 

There S [Robin falls bac\ atid is caught tn 

the arms tT/" Little John. 

Robin. 

Good, noi^ j Ipye thee mightily,* thou tall fellow. 
Break thine aJUance with this faithless John, 

And live with us and the birds in the green wood. 

King Rioh&rd. 

I cannot break it, Robin, if I wish d. 

Still I am more for Richard than for John. 
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Little John. 

Look, Robin, at the far end of the glade 
I see two figures crawling up the hill. 

\pistant sound of trumpets , 

Robin. 

The Abbot of York and his justiciary. 

King Richard { asiii ). 

They know me. I must not as yet be known. 
Friends, your free sports have swallow’d my free 
hour. 

Farewell at once, for I must hence upon 
The King’s affair. 

Robin. 

Not taste Kil venfeon first? 
Friar Tuck. 

Hast thou not fought for it, and d it ? Stay, 
Bine with my brethren here, and on thine own. 

King Richard. 

And which be they ? 

Friar Tuck. 

Geese, man! for hdw canst thou be thus allied 
With John, ^md ^ei^e- King Richard save thou be 
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A traitor or a ^oose ? but stay with Robin; 

For Robin is no scatterbrains like Richard, 

Robin’s a wise man, Richard a wiseacre, 

Robin’s an outlaw, but he helps the poor. 

While Richard hath outlaw’d himself, and helps 
Nor rich, nor poajf.^ lUdfiard’s the king of courtesy. 
For if he did me the good grace to kick me 
I could, but sneak and smile and call it courtesy, 
For he’s a king, 

And that is only courtesy by courtesy— 

But Robin is a thief of courtesy 
Whom they that suffer by him call the blossom 
Of bandits. There—to be a thief of courtesy— 
There is a trade of genius, there’s glory 1 
Again, this Richard sacks and wastes a town 
With random pillage, but our Robin takes 
From whom he knows are hypocrites and liars. 
Again this Richard risks his life for a straw. 

So lies in prison—while our Robin’s life 
Hangs by a thready but he is a free man. 

Richard, again, is king #ver a realm 
He hardly knows, and Robin king of Sherwood, 
And loves and doats on every dingle of it 
Again this Richard is the lion of Cyprus, 

Robin, the lion of Sherwood—may this mouth 
Never suck grape again, if our true Robin 
Be not the nobler lion of the twain. 
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'King Richard. 

Gramercy for thy preachment ! if the land 
Were nileable'by tongue, thoii shouldst be king. 

And yet thou know’st how little of thy king! 

What was this realm of England,’ all the crowns 
Of all this world, to‘Richard whe^ lie'flung 
His life, heart, soul into those holy wars 
That sought to free the tomb-place of the King 
Of all the world ? thou, that art churchman too 
In a fashion, and sboilldst feel with him. Farewell! 

I left mine horse and armour with a Squire, 

And I see to ^em. 

Robin. 

When wilt thou return ? 
King Richard. 

Return, I ? when ? when Richard will return. 

Robin. 

No sooner? when will that be? caiist thou tell? 

But I have ta’en a-sudden fam^ to^thee. 

Acc^t ^ this' fcom>! if e'er »thou he assaiPd 
In any of our^'forests, ?it 

Three mots,il4as'fashdon^lis<ien»! Const thou 

do lit? ‘[Kibjg jRichard 

Blown likeraclitie^fson oft the woods. Farewell! 

[oS'Asr/ ’Ksng Richard. 
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Enter Abbot and Justiciary. 

Friar Tuck. 

Church and Law, halt and pay toll! 

Justiciary. 

Rogue, we have thy captain's safe-conduct; though 
he be the chief of rogues, he hath never broken his 
word. 

Abbot. 

There is our bond. 

[Gives it to Robin. 

Robin. 

I thank thee. 

Justiciary. 

Ay, but where, 

Where is this old Sir Richard of the Lea ? 

I'^hou told'st ^ we should meet him in the forest, 
Where he would pay us down his thousand marks. 

Robin. 

Give him another month, and he will pay it. 

Justiciary. 

We cannot give a month. 
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Robin. 

Why then a week. 
Justiciary. 

Nc^ not an hour: the debt is due to-day. 

Abbot. 

Where is thi^ laggard Richard of the Leva? 

Robin. 

He hath been hurt, was growing whole ag^n, 

Only this morning in his agony 

Lest he should fail to pay these thousand marks 

He is stricken with a slight paralysis. 

Have you no pity ? must you see the man ? 

Justiciary. 

Ay, ay, what else? how else can this be settled? 
Robin. - 

and fetch him hither on the litter. 

[Sir Richard Lea is brought in , 
Marian comes with him , 

Marian. 

Here is my fathers bond. [Gives it to Robin Hood. 
Robin. 

I thank thee, dear. 
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Sir Richard, it was agreed when yon borrowed 
these monies from the Abbot that if they were not 
repaid within a limited time youy land should be 
forfeit. 

Sir Richard. 

The land J the land. 

* Marian. 

You see he is past himself . 
What would you more ? > , * 


Abbot. 

What more ? one thousand marks, 

Or else the land 

You hide this damSel in your forest here,. 

[Pointing to MARiAlJr. 

You hope to hold and keep her for yourself, 

You heed not how you soil her maiden fSme, 

You scheme against her father's weal and hers,, 

For so this maid would wed our brother, he 
Would pay us all the debt at once, and thus 
This old Sir Richard might redeem his land. 

He is all for love, he cares not for the land 
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Sir Richard. 

The land, the land I 

Robin {giving tivo hags to the Abbot). 

Here be one thousand marks 
otir treasury to redeem the land. 

\Fointing to each of the bags. 
Half here, half there. \Flaudiis from his band. 


Justiciary. 

Ay, ^y, but there is use, four hundred marks. 

yf.omN {giving a bag to Justiciary). 

hundred marks. \JPiccudtts 


Justiciary. 


What did I say? 


Saj^^ toy'tongue tript—five hundred marks for use. 


Jiving another bo^ to him). 

more ? ^ There then, a hundred more. 

\JPlaudits. 



Justiciary, 

you see the bond and the letter of the 
law. |t-^slst^dd^ there that these monies should be 
paid in tD^tth^ Abbot at York, at the end of the 
month a| j|M0i3H,;aaDd they ane* .delivered here in the 
wild wood ani boiar aft^ noon. 
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Marian. 

The letter —0 how often justice drowns 
Between the law and letter of the law ! 

O God, I would the letter of the law 
Were some strong fellow here in the wild wood, 
That thou mightst beat him down at quarterstaff I 
Have you no pity? 

Justiciary. 

^ You run down your game. 

We ours. What pity have you for your game ? 

Robin. 

We needs must live. Our bowmen are so \ 
They strike the deer at once to death—^he falls 
And knows no more. 

Marian. 

Pity, pity !—^Th^re was a man of ours 
Up in the north,*a goodly fellow too, , 

He met a stag there on so narrow a ledge— 

A precipice above, and one below— 

There was no room to advance or to retire. 

The man lay down— the delicate-footed creature 
Came stepping o’er him, so as not to harm him 
The hunter’s passion flashM into the man. 

He drove his knife into the heart of the deer, 
The deer fell dead to the bottom, and the man 
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Fell with him, and was crippled ever after. 

I fear I had small pity for that man.— 

'You have the monies and the use of them. 

What would you more ? 

Justiciary. 

What? must Y^e dance attendance all the day? 

Robin. 

Dance! ay, by all the saints and all the devils ye 
shall dance, ’^en the Church and the law have 
forgotten God’s music, they shall dance to the music 
^ wild wood. Let the birds sing, and do you 
Jo their song. What, you will not? Strike 
ifp our music, Little John. (Ite plays.) They will 
not! Prick ’em in the calves with the arrow-points— 
prick ’em in the calves. 

Abbot. 

Rogue, I am full of gout. I cannot dance. 

* 

Robin. 

And Sir ^chard carinot redeem his land. Sweat 
^ 'blit your ^fet, ^end, for by my life, you shall dance 
till Pnkii him in the calves! 

, XusTiqiA|?;Y.., 

vein^ iti-my right leg, and 
if thou i shall die;: 
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Robin. 

Prick him where thou wilt, so that he dance. 
Abbot. 

Rogue, we come not alone. 

Justiciary. 

Not the right. 

Abbot. 

We told the Prince and the Sheriff of our coming. 
Justiciary. 

Take the left leg for the love of God. 

Abbot. 

They follow us. 

Justiciary. 

You will all of you hang. 

Robin. 

Let us hang, so thou dance meanwhile; or by 
that same love of God we will hang thee^ prince or no 
prince, sheriff or no sheriff. 
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Take care, take care! I dance—I will dance—I 
dajgice. [Abbot and Justiciary dance to music^ 

each holding a bag in each hand. 

Enter Scarlet. 

Scarlet. 

The Sheriff! the Sheriff, follow’d by Prince John 
And all his mercenaries 1 We sighted ’em 
Only this moment. By St Nicholas 
They;p.]i 5 t have sprung like Ghosts from underground, 
Or, like the Devils they are, straight up from Hell. 

Robin. 

Crouch all into the bush! 

\The Foresters and Peasants hide behind the 
bushes, 

Marian. 

Take up the litter ! 

Sir Richard. 

Move me no more! I am sick and faint with pain! 

. Marian. , , . 

But, Sir, the — 
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Sir Richard. 

Let me be, I say! 

The Sheriff will be welcome ! let me be! 

Marian. 

Give me my bow and arrows. I remain 
Beside my Father’s litter. 

Robin. 

And fear not thou 1 
Each of us has an arrow on the cord; 

We all keep watch. 

Enter Sheriff of Nottingham. 


Marian ! 
Speak not. 


Sheriff. 

Marian. 

I wait upoii a dying father. 


Sheriff. 

The debt hath not been paid. She will be mine. 
What are you capering for ? By old St. Vitus 
Have you gone mad ? Has it been paid ? 


Abbot (dancing. 


O yes. 
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Sheriff. 

Have I lost her then ? 

JusTiciARV (dancing. 

Lost her? O no, we took 
Advantage of the letter—0 Lord, the vein! 

Not paid at York—the wood—prick me no more! 


Sheriff. 

What pricks thee save it be thy conscience, man ? 
Justiciary. 

By my halidome I felt him at my leg still. Where 
be they gone to ? 


Sheriff. 

Thou art alone in the silence of the forest 
&ve for this maiden and thy brother Abbot, 
And this old crazeling in the litter there 


'“'“f I'*'*- ^ ^ 

batifurs and trumpets^ etc. 


Ms /eg). 

have missed the vein. 
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Abbot. 

And we shall keep the land. 

Sheriff. 

Sweet Marian, by the letter of the law 
It seems thy father’s land is forfeited 

Sir Richard. 

No ! let me out of the litter. He shall wed thee: 
The land shall still be mine. Child, thou shalt wed 
him, 

Or thine old father will go mad—he will, 

He will—he feels it in his head. 

Marian. 

O peace ] 

Father, I cannot marry till Richard comes. 

Sir Richard. 

And then the Sheriff 1 


Marian. 

Ay, the Sheriff, father, 

Would buy me for a thousand marks in gold— 
Sell me again perchance for twice as mucL 
A woman’s heart is. but a little thing, 

Much lighter than a thousand marks in gold; 
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But pity for a father, it^may be, 

Is weightier than a thousand’ marks in gold. 

I cannot love the Sheriff. 

Sir Richard. 

But thou wilt wed him ? 

Marian. 

Ay, save King Richard,, when he conies, forbid me. 
Sweet heavens, I could wish that all the land 
Were plunged beneath the waters of the sea, 

Tho* all the world .should go about in boats. 

Friar Tuck. 

Why, so should all the love-sick be sea-sick. 

' ; Marian. 

Better than heart-sick, friar. 

Prince John {to Sheriff). 

See you not 

ai« le^g at us yonder, mocking us ? 

Carry her off, and let the old man die. 

, \Advancing to Marian. 

Com^ g^l,4hdu shadt along with us on the instant. 

Friar "ifiJCK {luwidishing his staff ). 

Then tefcsat.i will break thy head. 
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Sheriff. , 

Back, thou fool-friar 1 Knowest thou not the Prince ? 

Friar Tuck { muttering ). 

He may be prince; he is not gentleman. 

Prince John. 

Look ! I will take the rope from off thy waist 
And twist it round thy neck and hang thee by it. 

Seize him and truss him up, and carry her off. 

[Friar Tuck slip into the bush . 

Marian {drawing the bow ). 

No nearer to me 1 back! My hand is firm, 

Mine eye most true to one hair’s-breadth of aim. 

You, Prince, our king to come—you that dishonour 
The daughters and the wives of your own faction— 
Who hunger for the body, not the soul— 

This gallant Prince would have me of his—^what ? 
Household ? or shall I call it by that new term 
Brought from the sacred East, his harem? Never, 
Tho' you should queen me over all the realms 
Held by King Richard, could I stoop so low 
As mate with one that holds no love is pure. 

No friendship sacred, values neither man 
Nor woman save as tools—God help the mark— 

To his own unprincely ends. And you, you. Sheriff, 

\Turning to the Sheriff. 
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Who thought to buy your marrying me with gold, 
Marriage is of the soul, not of the body. 

Win me you cannot, murder me you may, 

And all I love, Robin, and all his men, 

For I am one with him and his; but while 
I breathe Heaven’s air, and Heaven looks down on 
me, 

And smiles at my best meanings, I remain 
Mistress of mine own self and mine own soul. 

\Retreating^ with bow drawn^ to the busk 

Robin! 

Robin. 

I am here, my arrow on the cord. 

He dies who dares to touch thee. 


Prince John. 

Advance, advance! 

What, daunted by a garrulous, arrogant girl! 

Seize her and carry her off into my castle. 

Sheriff. 

Thy caitle r 

Prince John. 


Said I not, I loved thee, man ? 
Risk tke, levs I, bear thee for a girl 




SHERiFiC' 
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Prince John. 

See thou thwart me not, thou fool! 

When Richard comes he is soft enough to pardon 
His brother j but all those that held with him, 

Except I plead for them, will hang as high 
As Haman. 

Sheriff. 

She is mine. I have thy promise. 

Prince John. 

O ay, she shall be thine—first mine, then thine. 

For she shall spend her honeymoon with me. 

Sheriff. 

Woe to that land shall own thee for her king 1 
Prince John. 

Advance, advance! 

\They advance shouting. The King in 
armour reappears from the wood. 

King Richard. 

What shouts are these that ring along the wood? 

Friar Tuck {coming forward). 

Hail, knight, and help us. Here is one would clutch 
Our pretty Marian for his paramour, 

This other, willy-nilly, for his bride. 
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King Richard. 

Damsel, is this the truth ? 

Marian. 

Ay, noble knight 
Friar Tuck. 

Ay, and she will not marry till Richard come. 

King Richard {raising his vizor ), 

I am h^re, and I am he. 

Prince John {lowering his ^ and whispering io his men ). 

It is not he—his face—tho^ very like— 

No, no 1 we have certain news be died in prison. 
Make at him, all of you, a traitor coining 
In Richard’s name—it is not he—not he. 

S^The men stand amazed 

Friar TudK {going back to the bush ), 

Robin, shall we not move ? 

Robin. 

King 

WIii>bem.4l4own. Let hini: alone 
He loves the chivalry, of Ws singje-ann. 

Wait till he blow tljs horn. 
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Friar Tuck {coming back). 

If thou be king, 

Be not a fool! Why blowest thou not the horn ? 
King Richard. 

I that have turn’d their Moslem crescent pale— 

I blow the horn against this rascal rout! 

[Friar Tuck plucks the horn from him and blows. 
Richard dashes alone against the Sheriff 
and John’s and is abnost borne down, 
when Robin and his men rush in and rescue him. 

King Richard {to Robin Hood). 

Thou hast saved my head at the peril of thine own. 

Prince John. 

A horse 1 a horse 1 I must away at once j 
I cannot meet his eyes. I go to Nottingham. 

Sheriff, thou wilt find me at Nottingham. [Exit. 

Sheriff. 

If anywhere, I shall find thee in helL 

What! go to slay his brother, and make me 

The monkey that should roast his chestnuts for him! 

King Richard. 

I fear t^ask who left us even now. 
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Robin. 

I grieve to say it was thy father’s son. 

Shall I not after him and bring him back ? 

King Richard. 

No, let him be. Sheriff of Nottingham, 

[Sheriff kneth 

I have been away from England all these years, 
Heading the holy war against the Moslem, 

While thou and others in our kingless realms 
Were fighting underhand unholy wars 
Against your lawful king. 

Sheriff. 

My liege, Prince John— 
King Richard. 

Say thou no word against my brother John. 

Sheriff. 

Why then, my liege, I have no word tp say. 

_ Ring Richard {to Robin), 

My good friend Robin, Earl of Huntingdon, 

For Earl thou art again, hiast thdti no fetters 

For those of thine own^band who would birflay thee ? 
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Robin. 

I have; but these ’were never worn as yet. 

I never found one traitor in my band. 

King Richard. 

Thou art happier than thy king. Put him in chains. 

\Tkey fetter the Sheriff. 

Robin. 

Look o^er these bonds, my liege. 

[Shews the King the bonds. They talk together. 

King Richard. 

You, my lord Abbot, you Justiciary, 

[The Abbot and Justiciary kneel 
I made you Abbot, you Justiciary : 

You both are utter traitors to your king. 

Justiciary. 

O my good liege, we did believe you dead. 

Robin. 

Was justice dead because the King was dead ? 

Sir Richard paid his monies to the Abbot 
You croSt him with a quibble of your law. 
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King Richard. 

But on t^^e faitk^d honour of a king 
The land IS again. 

Sir Richard. 

The land ! the land I 
I ai^ crazed no longer, so I have the land. 

[Comes out of the litter and kneels, 
God save the King 1 

King RidHAKD;(r^i>/^^ Sir Richard). 

I thank thee, good Sir Richard. 

Maid Marian. 

Marian. 

Yes, King Richard. 

King Richard. 

Thou wouldst marry 

This Sheriff when King Richard came again 
Except— 

Marian. 

The King forbad it. True, my liege. 

King ^Richard. 
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Marian, 

Then, my liege, 

If you would marry me with a traitor sheriff, 

I fear I might prove traitor with the sheriff 

King Richard. 

But if the King forbid thy marrying 
With Robin, our good Earl of Huntingdon, 

Marian. 

Then will I live for ever in the Tyild wood. 

Robin {coming forimrd ). 

And I with thee. 


King Richard. 

On nuts and acorns, ha 1 

Or the King’s deer ? Earl, thou when we were hence 
Hast broken all our Norman forest-laws. 

And scruplest not to flaunt it to our face 
That thou wilt break our forest laws again 
When we are here. Thou art overbold. 

Robin. 


I am bttt the echo of the lips of love. 


My king, 
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^ King Richard. 

Thou ha^ risk’d tby life for mine: bind these two 
men. 

-S 

\Th^ tai$ tk^ dags from the Abbot and Justiciary, 
and proceed to fetter them. 

Justiciary. 

But will the King, then, judge us all unheard ? 

% 

I can defend my cause against the traitors 
Who fain would make me traitor. If the King 
Condemn us wit];Mt tri^ will call him 
An Eastern ty^p^^Ot ^ English king. 

Abbot. 

Besides, my liege, these men are outlaws, thieves, 
They break thy forest laws—nay, by the rood 
They have done far worse—they plunder—^yea, ev’n 
bishops, 

Vea, ev’n archbishops—if thou side with these, 
Bewaire, O King, the vengeance of the Church. 

Friar Tuck (brandishing his staff). 

I pray you, my liege, let me execute the vengeance 
of the Church upon them. I have a stout crabstick 
here, whidi longs to break itself across their backs. 

Robin. 

Keqp silence bidly lri^,. before the King. 
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Friar Tuck. 

If a cat may look at a king, may not ^ Ifriar speak 
to one? 

King Richard. • 

I have had a year of prison-silence, Robin, 

And heed him not—^the vengeance of the Church! 
Thou shalt pronounce the blessing of the Church 
On those two here, Robin and Marian. 

Marian. 

He is but hedge-priest, Sir Kine. 

Kiite Rici^rS/ 

**” And'^iiou their Queen. 
Our rebel Abbot then shall join your hands, 

Or lose all hope of pardon from us—yet 
Not now, not now—^with after-dinner grace. 

Nay, by the dragon of St. George, we shall 
Do some injustice, if you hold us here 
Longer from our own venison. Where is it? 

I scent it in the green leaves of the wood. 

Marian. 

First, king, a boon ! 

King Richard. 

Why surely ye are pardon’d, 
Even this brawler of harsh truths I trust 
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Half truths, good friar: ye shall with us to court 
Then, if ye-cannot breathe but woodland air, 

Thou kofein sli^lt be ranger of this forest. 

And have thy fees, ^pd break the law no more, 

Marian. 

It is not that, my lord. 

King Richard. 

Then what, my lady ? 

. '1Si|ApiAN. 

•* 

This is the gala-day <t)f thy return. 

I pray th<^^ for t^e moment strike the bonds 
From thes^^three men, and let them dine with us, 
And lie with us among the flowers, and drink— 
Ay, whqthet^it ,b^ gall or honey to ^em— 

The kin^i^gpod health in ale and Malvoisie. 

King Richard. 

By Mahound I could dine with Beelzebub I 
So now which way to the dinner ? 

Marian. 

Past the bank 

Of foxglove, then to left Sjrthait dhe yew. 

You darimess thro* the lighter leaf. 

But look, who oohaess? i> 
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Enter Sailor. 

Sailor. 

We heard Sir Richard Lea was here with Robin. 

O good Sir Richard, I am like the man^ 

In Holy Writ, who brought his talent back; 

For tho’ we touched at many pirate ports, 

We ever failed to light upon thy son. 

Here is thy gold again. I am sorry for it 

Sir Richard. 

The gold—my son—my gold, my son, the land— 
Here Abbot, Sheriff—no—no, Robin Hood 

Robin. 

Sir Richard, let that wait till we have dined. 

Are all our guests here ? 

King Richard. 

No—there's yet one other: 

I will not dine without him. Come from out 

[Enter Walter Lea. 

That oak-tree ! This young warrior broke his prison 
And join'd my banner in the Holy Land, 

And cleft the Moslem turban at my side. 

My masters, welcome gallant Walter Lea. 

Kiss him, Sir Richard— kiss him, my sweet Marian. 
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Marian. 

O Walter, Walter, is it thou indeed 
Whose ransortf was our min, whose return 
Builds up our house again ? I fear I dr^aiu; 

Here—give me" one sharp pinch upon the chtek 
That I may feel thou art no phantom—yet 
Thou art tann’d almost beyond my knowing, brother. 

\They einhrace. 

Walter Lea. 

But thou art fair as ever, my sweet sister. 

Sir Richard. 

Art thou piy son ? 

Walter Lea. 

I am, good father, I am. 

Sir Richard. 

I had despait’d; of thee—^that sent me crazed. 

Thpu,art .worth thy weight in aU those marks of gold, 
Yea,- ^ the.wight of the very land itself, 

Down to the inmost centre. 

/ RopiN. 

Walter Lea, 
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Give me hand iidiich fought for Richard there. 
Embrace me, Marian, and thou, good Kate, 

♦ ‘ \_To Kate entering. 

Km and congratulate me, my good Kate. 

\^Ske kisses him. 

Little John. 

now ! lo now! 

I have seen thee clasp and kiss a man indeed, 

For our brave Robin is a man indeed. 

Then by thine own account thou shouldst be mine. 

Kate. 

Well then, who kisses first ? 

Little John. 

Kiss both together. 
\They kiss 'Wh other. 

Robin. 

Then all is well. In this full tide of love, 

Wave heralds wave: thy match shall follow mine {to 
Little John). 

Would there were more—a hundred lovers more 
To celebrate this advent of our King ! 

Our forest games are ended, our free life. 

And we must hence to the King’s court. I trust 
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We shall return to the wood. Meanwhile, farewell 
Old friends, old patriarch oaks. A tl|ousand winters 
Will strip you bare as death, a thousand summers 
Robe you life-green again. K?// seem, as it 
Immortal, ahdvwe mortal. How few Junes 
Will heat our pulses quicker 1 How few frosts 
Will chill the hearts that beat for Robin Hood I 

Marian. 

And y^t I think tlies^ oaks at dawn and even, 

Or in the balmy breathings of the night. 

Will whisper evermore of Robin Hood, 

We leave but happy memories to the forest. 

We dealt in the wild justice of the woods. 

All tho^ poor serfs whom we have served will bless 
us. 

All tbo^-.p|le mouths which we have fed will praise 

lyi widows we have holpen pray for us, 

Qur Lady’s blessed shrines throughout the land 
Be all the richer for us. Yotl, good friar, 
irbu Much; Scarlet, you dear Little John, 

Your names will cling like ivy to the vi^ood. ■ 

And fee per&ps a hundred years Away 
Some hunter *d^Jdre&s of half aslfeep 
Will hear fe' arrows whizzing overhead, 
And'^Catci'^^^^ing of a phantofri horn. 
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Robin. 

And surely these old oaks will murmur thee 
Marian along with Robin. I am most happy— 
Art thou not mine?—and happy that our King 
Is here again, never I trust to roam 
So far again, but dwell among his own. 

Strike up a stave, my masters, all is well. 


SONG WHILE THEY DANCE A COUNTRY DANCE. 

Now iht King is home again^ atid neverfnort to roam 
again^ 

Now the King is home again^ the King will have his 
own again. 

Home again^ home again, and each will have his own 
again. 

All the birds in merry Sherwood sing and sing him 
home again. 
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UNPUBLISHED SONNET. 

(Written originally as a Preface to “ BecketP ) 

OlX> ghosts whose day was done ere mine began, 
ir earth be seen from your conjectured heaven, 
Ye know that History is half-dream—ay even 
The man’s life in the letters of the man. 

There lies the letter, but it is not he 
As he retires into himself and is : 

Sender and sent-to go to make up this,’ 

Their offspring of this union. And on me 
Frown not, old ghosts, if I be one of those 
Who make you utter things you did not say, 

And mould you all awry and mar your worth; 
For whatsoever knows us truly, knows 
That none can truly write his single day. 

And none can write it for him upon earth. 
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NOTES 



NOTES ON BECKET. 


By the Editor. 

[In 1879 my father printed the first proofs of his 
tragedy of Btcket , -which he had begun in December 
1876. But he considered that the time was not ripe 
for its publication; and this therefore was deferred 
until December 1884. We had visited Canterbury in 
Ai^ust 1877, and gone over each separate scene of 
Becket’s martyrdom. “ Admirers of Becket,” my. father 
notes, “ will find that Becket’s letters, and the writings 
of Herbert of Bosham, Fitzstephen, and John of Salis¬ 
bury throw great light on those days. Bishop Lightfoot 
found out about Rosamund for me.” 

The play is so accurate a representation of the 
personages and of the time, that J. R. Green said that 
all his researches into the annals of the twelfth century 
had not given him “so vivid a conception of the 
character of Henry II. and his court as was embodied 
.fe Tennyson’s Btchtt.” ; 

^ To my father it was interesting to learn tlte impres¬ 
sion made upon Roman Catholics by this work;; He 
first asked the opinion of his neighbour at Freshwat^,, 
% G. Ward. He could not have asked a more candid, 
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truth-speaking critic than this “ most generous of all 
Ultramontanes,” who was deeply versed not only in the 
spirit and doctrine of his own Church, but also in the 
modern French and English drama. My father once 
said- of Ward when speaking to a friend of Roman 
Catholic casuistry: “Well, one of the most truthful 
men I ev^r met was a strict Ultramontane: he was 
grotesquely ttuthful.” They thoroughly understood each 
other, for Ward was “ full of fun and faith ” So it came 
to pass that my father often discussed religion and 
Roman Catholicism with him in their walks together. 
He onc6 said to Ward, “You know you would try to 
get me put in prison if the Pope bid you.'’ Ward 
replied, “ The Pope would never tell m^ to do anything 
so .fbolish.’’ 

It may be imagined that we looked forward with 
^Soine anxiety to the evening when Ward had promised 
to be at Fairingford to hear JSeckef. He came, as it 
aftetwaxds appeared, to -listen patiently, though con¬ 
vinced- “ that the whole pl^y would be out of his line.” 
At the end of the play he broke out into enthusiastic 
jfk^iSe. “ De^ me! I di^-tiot expect to enjoy it at all 
fit'is:splendid I How wonderfully you have brought out 
phases of his character as Chancellor and Arch¬ 
bishop 1 1 'Where did you get it all ? " 

for power under one guise or another has 
doubtl^:|een among the most fruitful sources of thenie 
-Durmg: many' centuries, as we know, 
clothed in • earthly panoply, seemed 
emboditnefit of the Divine 
What struck "V^ard in rny father's play waS the 
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clear and impressive manner in which he had brought 
out Becket’s feeling that in accepting the Archbishopric 
he had changed masters, that he was not simply 
advanced to a higher service of the same liege lord, 
but that he had changed his former lord paramount, 
whose fiery self-will made havoc of his fine intellect, 
for one of higher degree; and had become a power 
distinct from and it might be antagonistic to the King, 
Thus Becket says, still loving his old friend: 

The worldly bond between us is dissolved, 

Not yet the love : can I be under him 
As Chancellor? as Archbishop over him? 

My father^s view of Becket was as follows; Becket 
was a really great and impulsive man, with a firm sense 
of duty, and, when he renounced the world, looked 
upon himself as the head of that Church which was 
the people’s ‘‘tower of strength, their bulwark against 
throne and baronage,” This idea so far wrought in his 
dominant nature as to betray him into many rash acts; 
and later he lost himself in the idea. His enthusiasm 
reached a spiritual ecstasy which carries the historian 
along with’ it; and his humanity and abiding tenderness 
for the poor, the weak and the unprotected, heighten 
the impression so much as to make the poet feel 
passionately the wronged Rosamund’s reverential devo¬ 
tion for him (moat touchingly rendered by Ellen Ten-y), 
when she kneels praying over his body in Canterbury 
Cathedral^ 

^ In the play Rosamund is the king’s wife by a left-handed tnor» 
gauatic marriage (see Miss Strickland's Lives of Queens of Englandi 
vot t). 
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a stage tragedy (adapted by Irving) Irving has 
told us that Becket is one of the three most successful 
plays produced by him at the Lyceum. Palgrave 
has observed that Becket has two excellent character¬ 
istics of the old Greek drama, that of bringing the 
four protagonists prominently throughout before the 
audience: and that of introducing the crisis of the 
tragedy ih a scene of first-rate comedy. Irving’s 
arrangement has been criticised as too episodical; but 
the thread of human interest remains strong enough for 
its purpose, as from first to last it holds the audience in 
an attitude of rapt attention. Assuredly Irving’s inter¬ 
pretation of the many-sided, many-mooded, statesman- 
soldier:saint was as vivid and as subtle a piece of acting 
as has been seen in our day. 

He said truly that one of the chief keynotes of the 
c^haracter is to be found in the following lines, which he 
always gave with an indescribable tenderness, as if 
looking back to and recalling the daydream of his youth. 

Becket. There was a little fair-hair’d Norman maid, 
Lived in my mother’s house:. if Rosamund is 
SChe world’s rose, as her name imports her—she 
Was'tihcilr^ld’s lily. 

> John oe. Salisbury. Ay, and what of her ? 

' Becket, She died of leprosy. ' 

: / Jpi^s 03 ^:SALiSBTOY. • I kuow not why 

old things back again, my lord. 

The drowning man, they say, remembers all' 
his life, just ere he dies. 

In 1879 Irving reft^d the play; h^t in 1891 he 
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abked leave to produce tl. hnldinn that the taste the 
theatre-goinft puldic had changed ui the interval, and 
that it was now likely to In; a success on the stage. 

He writes to n»c (iSyi) : 

We have passed the fiftieth performance of BecM, 
which is in the heyday of its success. I think that I may, 
without hereafter being rrcdiied with any inferior motive, 
•ive again the opinion which 1 previously expressed to 
your loved and honoured father. To me Beckei is a very 
noble play, with sonieihing of that lofty feeling and that 
far-reaching influence, which belong to a “passion play.” 
There are in it moments of passion and pathos which are 
the aim and end of dramatk art, and vrhich, when they 
exist, atone to an audience for the endurance of long acts. 
Some of the scenes and passages, especially in the last act, 
are full of sublime feeling, and are with regard to both 
their dramatic eflertivcncss and their poetic beauty as fine 
as anything in our language. I know th.at such a play ha.s 
an ennobling Influence on both the audience who see it 
and the actors who play in it. 


Some of the last lines which my father ever wrote 
are at the end of the Northampton scene, an anthem- 
tpeech written for Irving; ■ 


The voice of the l/)rd is in the voice of the people. 
The voice of the Ixjrd is on the waning flood, 

And He will lead His jicople into peace! 

The voire of the Ixird will shake the wilderness. 

The barren wilderness of unbelief 1 

The voice of the lx>rd will break the cedar-treeif. 
The Kings lund Rulers that have closed their ears 
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Against the Voice, and at their hour of doom 
The voice of the Lord will hush the hounds of Hell 
. In everlasting silence. 

^^(iv^'was produced at the Lyceum Feb. 6th, 1893, 
the parts of Becket and Rosamund being played by 
Irving and Ellen Terry, ^;^It had a long run and was 
afterwards frequently played in the provinces and 
America. Irving wrote^ on the outside of his copy of 
Becket, finer play than King John^^ The incidental 
music was written by Sit tSarles Stanford. His identifi¬ 
cation of Becket with the' Gregorian melody ‘^Telluris 
ingens conditor ” is particularly impressive, 

/. I. (Prologue). Becket as chess-player. John of 
Salisbury and Fitzstephen describe him as an 
accomplished chess-player, a master in hunting 
and falconry, and other manly exercises, 

p. 5. lines. 6, 7. (Prologue). 

nor my confessor yet 
I would to God thou uuert. 

Archbishop Theobald writes to Becket 
.(John of Salisbury, JEf, 78): “It sounds in 
^the ears and mouths of people that you and 
’ tlje kihg are one heart and soul.’’ He helped 
to 'mpxoYe the state of the country, 
and to lighten many of the oppressive laws 
and enactments (Lingard, voL ii.). 

P- § (Prologue), 4 dish’^designer. When 

Becket. went to -Paris,, all the French were 
Astonished at^liis^sumptup^ . One dish 
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of eels alone was said to have cost loo 
shillings (Fitzstephen, 197, 8, 9). 

p, 24. (Act I. Sc. i.) Chamber barely furnished. John 
of Salisbury says, “ Conseciatus auterh statim 
veterem exuit hominem, cilicium et monachum 
induit.” 

p. 26. line I. (Act I. Sc. i.) scutage. The acceptance 
of a money compensation for military service 
dates from this time (ii'-sq). See Freeman’s 
Norman Conquest 

p, 45. (Act I. Sc. iii.) In this great scene at North¬ 
ampton (J. R. Green writes) “his life was 
said to be in danger, and all urged him to 
submit. But in the presence of danger the 
courage of the man rose to its full height, 
Grasping his archiepiscopal cross he entered 
the royal court, forbade the nobles to con¬ 
demn him, and appealed to the Papal See. 
Shouts of ' Traitor ! traitor 1 ’ followed him 
as he retired. The Primate turned fiercely 
at the word; ‘Were I a knight,’ he retorted^ 
‘ my sword should answer that foul taunt,’ ”— 
Short History of the English People^ p. 108. 

p. 48. (Act I. Sc. iii.) “He (Henry IL) wished to put 
an end to the disgraceful state of things irih^ich 
had arisen, by subjecting clerical ofi^^ers 
against the public peace to the same J^#dic- 
tion with the criminals, and, with a v 5 ew to 
"this^ he now required that clerks accused of 
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any outrage should be tried in his own courts; 
that, on conviction or confession, they should 
be degraded by the Church, and that they 
then should be remanded to the secular ofEcers 
for the execution of the sentence which had 
been passed upon them. On the other hand, 
the Archbishop, although unsupported by his 
brethren in general, who dreaded a risk of a 
' breach with the State while the Church was 
divided by a ^cWsm, considered himself bound 
to offer the most strenuous resistance to a 
. proposal which tended to lessen the privileges 
of the hierarchy; and on this quarrel the 
whole of the subsequent history turned.” 
(Beckett by Canon Robertson, pp. 76, 77.) 

,56. line 5. (Act i. Sc. iii.) 

False to myself—it is the will of God, 

*at is the Lord's will that I perjure myself” 
(Folibt, V. 271, 2). 

/. 64. line 13. (Act 1. Sc. iii.) 

, A, worldly follower of the worldly strong. 
Foliot fasted much, .and was famous for his 
learni^, for his subtle trickery, and flattery of 
persons in high station. When he was plotting 
against Becket, he is said to have heard ‘*an 
dcceeding terrible voice: 

0 Gilberte* Foliot 
Dum resol'i^ tot et tot, 

Deus ttms hst Ashtafoth.” 

(Roger Wehdo'v;|r,‘ S. 3^3.) 
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/. 67. line 9. (Act i. Sc. iii.) ITence^ Satan/ See Alan 
of Tewkesbury, i. 347. 

72. lines 8, 9. (Act 1. Sc. iv.) 

But I that threw the mightiest knight of France^ 
Sir Engelratn dc Trie. 

In 1159 Becket, in cuirass and helmet, 
marched at the head of his troops against the 
County of Toulouse, which had passed to 
Henry on his marriage with Eleanor, and there 
he unhorsed in single combat Sir Engelram 
de Trie. 

p. 73. line 3. (Act i. Sc. iv.) 

Deal gently with the young man Absalom. 
(Fitzstephen, i, 236; Foliot, iii. 280 ; Roger 
of Hoveden, 284.) 

77. (Act I. Sc, iv.) For Becketts entertainment of 
the poor and his washing of their feet see 
Fitzstephen, 204; John of Salisbury, 324; 
Herbert of Bosham, 24. My father regretted 
the excision of this scene and. of his Walter 
Map scenes from the Acting Edition. * ^ 

p. 80. line 13. (Act i. Sc. iv.) I must fly to F^anae 
to-night. Not long after he landed in France, 
under the assumed name of Brother Christian, 
a boy, who was standing by the roadside with 
a hawk on his wrist, was attracted by the 
evident' pleasure with which the stranger eyed 
his bird, and cried out, Here goes the Arch- 
bishop.” At Gravelines the landlord of the 
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inn where he spent the night had longer time 
for observation, and recognised him, as 
Herbert of Bosham says, “by his remarkably 
tall figure, his high forehead, the stern expres¬ 
sion of his beautiful countenance, and, above 
all, by the exquisite delicacy of his hands ” 
(Hurrell Froude’s Remains^ vol. iv. p. 91). 

/. 90. lines 2, 3. (Act ii. Sc,^i.) 

^ / ham sent his folk^ 

His kifiy all Ms belongings^ overseas, 

Edward Grim of Cambridge writes : “ Those 
of whom God especially styles Himself the 
Father and Judge—orphans, widows, children 
altogether innocent, and unknowing of any 
discord, aged men, women with their little 
ones hanging at their breasts, clerks, and lay 
folk of whatever age and sex, of the Arch¬ 
bishop’s kindred, and some of his friends, 
were seized in the depth of winter, and merci¬ 
lessly transported beyond sea, after having 
been obliged to swear that they would seek 
Kim out !’ (Grim, 1-51). 

iipe 5. (Act II. Sc. ii.) Saving Godls honour^ 
Becket substituted this phrase in place of 
“spfco ordine nostro,” which had been objected 
lon^byfen^., .-The would not allow 
. any difeence, and into uncontrollable 

fury (John SalisTOry, iL)». Becket wrote 
tO'the Pope after, J^ontmirail: “We answered 
^ , we^were pi^pared to yield Mm (tl^e king) 
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every service, even more than our predecessors 
had done saving my order; but that new 
obligations, unbeknown to the Church, and 
such as my predecessors were never bound 
by, ought not to be undertaken by us: first, 
because it was bad as a precedent; secondly, 
because, when in the city of Sens, your 
Holiness^ self absolved me from the observ¬ 
ance of these Usages, hateful to God and to 
the Church, and from the pledge which force 
and fear had extorted from me in a special 
manner; and after a grave rebuke, which, by 
God’s grace, shall never pass from my mind, 
prohibited me from ever again obliging myself 
to any one on a like cause except saving God’s 
honour and my order. You added too, if 
you are pleased to recollect, that not even to 
save his life should a Bishop oblige himself, 
saving God’s honour and his order ” (Hurrell 
Froude’s Remains^ vol. iv* p. 389). 

p * 109. line 16. (Act ii. Sc. ii.) let a stranger spoil His 
f^ritage, Cfi Psalm cix, 

III. line 3 ff- (Act ii. Sa ii.) My father’s note is: 
“ The description of Bosham was made as we 
(my son Hallam and I) saw the little fishing 
village on a summei^s day.”' 

p, 139. line 4. (Act in. Sc. iii.) 

The daughter of Zion lies beside the way. 
Lamentations i.-ii. 
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p. 139. lines 3, 4. (Act III. Sc. iii.) 

The spouse of the Great Kmg^ thy Kwg^ hath 
fallen — 

The daughter of Zion lies beside the way. 

See Becketts Ep. i. 63, in Hurrell Froude’s 
Remains^ iv. 139. The Archbishop to the 
King of England: “I entreat you, O my Lord, 
to bear with me for a while that by the grace 
God I may ^disburden my conscience, to 
the benefit of my soul. . . . My Lord, the 
daughter of Zion is held captive in thy 
kingdom. The spouse of the Great King is 
oppressed by her enemies, afflicted by those 
who ought most to honour her, and especially 
by you,” 

too, the Archbishop of Canterbury to 
'^he» Pope (after Fr^teval), Hurrell Froude's 
^mcdns, iv. 503 : <‘God hath looked with an 
^ 7 ^ of pity on His Church, and changed at 
length sorrow into joy. The King of 
England, as soon as he had received your 
}ast letters, and understood that you would 
longer spare him, even as you had not 
5 j>ared^^the Emperor Frederic, but would.lay 
,hia territofi^ under an Interdict, forthvsrith 
^th us, to j the honour of God, 
as we woj^ Bdp,e> and^tiji^ g^eat advantage of 
His Church. . The XSfeges which were once 
so insisted hf did lidt even allude to. 
Hi dsaeted ^^jgpath of us, or any belonging 
to us. He^^stored to us the, possessions 
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which we had been deprived of, according to 
the enumeration of them in our own schedule ; 
and, with them, peace and security, and a 
return from our exile to all our companions; 
and even promised the kiss, if we wished to 
press him so far. In short he gave way in 
everything, insomuch that some called him 
perjured, who had heard him swear that he 
would not admit us to the kiss that day.” 

p. 140. line 8. (Act in. Sc. iii.) 

And thou sTialt crowft my Henry der again. 
Upon this Beclcet dismounted and prepared 
to throw himself at Henry’s feet, but Henry 
also dismounted, and embraced the Arch¬ 
bishop, and held, his stirrup fo| him in order 
that he might remount, ^ * 

151. (Act IV, Sc. ii.) "That Rosamund was not 
killed may be ascertained by the charters ,. 
(seevol. i. p. 213, Miss’ferickland’s Lives of 
Queens of England). , 

/. 1S4. line 17. (Act v. Sc. ii.) uxor L^yc^ 

(Horace, Carm. ni#.xv. i). ^ 

p. is?, line a. (Act v. Sc.- it) From On a Tuesday 
was I horn ” to the the play is founded 

on the graphic aciounl# by Fitzstephen, and 
Grim, the^onk of Cambridge, who was with 
Becket in Scones il and iii. 

/. 195. line 12. (Act V. S(^J|/) \When God makes up 
his jewels. Malacmdii. 17,—En.] 



APPENDIX TO NOTES ON BECKET. 

Letter froTTi The Right Honourable Bryce. 

I have been abroad for some time it was only a little 
while ago that I obtained and read your BeckeL Will 
since were so kind as to read me some of it last 
jul^, let me tell you how much enjoyment and light it has 
given ' Impressive as were the parts read, it impresses 
ond' id^omi^^bly more when studied as a whole. One 
cannot im^he a more vivid, a more perfectly faithful 
pictur| tjran^^^v^^s both of Henry and of Thomas. Truth 
in hi^^ofy i? natural^ truth in poetry; but you have made 
the ch^acteip^of tj^two men shine out in a way which, 
while It uever deviates from the impression history gives of 
them, goes and perfects history. This is eminently 

‘YtJpnspicuq|^[Jpg^ way their relations to one another are 
traced ; ahq^t^&e delin^ion of the influence on Th9inas 
9 on^^qii. of ^to;ii^urch, blending with hits^^ own 
5 |^y^|tjiying 4t to his own conscience. 
^ p| |Eliwne. anything in modem poetry 
^ama does, the sort of 
power the on hen-itfesters ; and this is the 

central fact qi flbe earfi^ mfddte ag^. 1 wish you were 

"^-Venturing to say this 
of a ’indent of history, 
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I scarcely presume to speak of the drama on its more 
purely literary side, how full of strength and beauty 
and delicacy it is, because you must have heard this often 
already from more competent critics. 


BECKET.i 

By the late Sir Richard Jebb. 

It is almost impossible tliat Tennyson should surpass 
himself; the poet of In Memorlam^ of Maud^ and 
of the Idylh has no rival to fear in the author of 
Queen of Harold^ and now of Becket It is 

almost equally incredible that he should fall appreciably 
below himself. We shall not attempt, therefore, to 
compare Becliet with its dramatic predecessors, still less 
shall we attempt to determine Tennyson’s relative 
position in the dramatic literature of his country. Such 
judgments need time and reflection; ^in their final shape 
they can hardly, perhaps, be prom^Jlinced by d^htem- 
poraries at all. The great business of critic, says 
Mr. Matthew Arnold somewhere, is to get l^iself out of 
the way, and let humanity decide. If evfer'that maxim 
ia '^ipthy of observation, it a grCat poet in his 

maturity gives to the worlcf a,|jpr]i^^o important as 
Bechet , \ 

Jennyson is no antiquarian Like Shake¬ 

speare, he takes a broad and fariifliai^llltorical outline, 
and uses it for a dramatic purpose. His object is to 
write a play, not to rewrite history. There is no 
1 From Tht Times^ Pecember lo, 1884, 
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subtle attempt to see new lights in Henry’s character 
or Becket’s policy. As Shakespeare drew his material 
sometimes from Holinshed, sometimes from North’s 
Plutarch^ and so forth, so Tennyson, though doubt¬ 
less his studies have in reality gone far deeper, might 
almost seem to have sought his material in the few 
pages of Green’s Short History of the English People 
which describe the characters and relations of Henry 
and Becket But there is, on the other hand, this 
great difference' between Shakespeare’s histories ” and 
Tennyson’s latest historical play. Shakespeare’s plays 
were ^^ritten: for the stage, and were meant to be acted. 
.Stf^:/^(?^isnot, in Tennyson’s judgment—to judge from the 
Short dedicatory letter to the Lord Chancellor prefixed 
to fce .play^—adapted in its published form for actual 
rejM:eS^tation. “ My dear Selborne,” so runs the letter, 

To you, .the honoured Chancellor of our own day, I 
dedicate this dramatic memorial of your great predecessor; 
—-whii^, al^p’ nolf intended in its present form to meet 
the exigencies of our modem theatre, has nevertheless— 
for so you ha\^ assured me—won your approbation. Ever 
" yws, Tennyson. 

Wh 'findiif 6asie4.t<f“&gree with the approbation of 
the CJhahceHor the judgment of the Laureate. 

Becket may not b^|^ded in its published form to meet 
' iSe' exige^ies^^*^ stage—that may be a 

m^rit ffi^lpj^iacording to thd point of view—but it 
is a fine and a stirring drama, and perhaps, in 

g:prdssi%^fs in regard to it, Tennyson 

Ka's rather jni^d ^ tfe capacities and opportunities of 
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the modern stage than the merits and capabilities of his 
own performance. 

The general dramatic outline of Bechet is, as we have 
indicated, determined by the familiar facts of history. 
The murder of the great Prelate in Canterbury Cathedral 
furnishes the necessary catastrophe, and the general 
relations of Becket with his King provide an effective 
introduction thereto. The web of tragical circumstance 
is provided by the skilful interweaving—for which, we 
presume, the poet himself is responsible—of the King's 
love for Rosamund with the jealousy of Eleanor. The 
play is in five Acts, according to precedent, but a Pro¬ 
logue is prefixed in which the action is foreshadowed.. 
In our judgment, this Prologue contains some of the 
most powerful writing in the play. It opens in 
Normandy, where the King is found playing a game of 
chess with Becket as he receives the news of Theobald's 
—Becket's predecessor's—illness and impending death. 
At first, almost in jest, but afterwards with determined 
purpose, the King proposes that Becket should be the 
successor of the dying Primate. We quote the opening 
scene at some length. Henry and Becket are at 
chess:— 

Henk,y. 

So then our good Archbishop Theobald 

Lies dying. 

Becket. 

I am grieved to know as much, 

Henry. 

But we must have a mightier man than he 

For his successor. 
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Becket. 

Have you thought of one ? 

Heney. 

A cleric lately poison'd his own mother, 

And being brought before the courts of the Church, 

They but degraded him. I hope they whipt him. 

I would have hang’d him. 

Becket. 

It is your move. 

Henry. 

Well—there. \_Moves. 
,The Church in the pell-mell of Stephen’s time 
Hath climb’d the throne and almost clutch’d the crown 
But by tlie royal customs of our realm 
The Church'should hold her baronies of me, 

Like other lords amenable to law. 

I’ll have them written down and made the law. 

Becket. 

My liege, I, move my bishop. 

Henry. 

And if I live, 

No man without my leafe shall excommunicate 
My tenants orlfe^'househbld. 

Becket. 

Look to your king. 

Henry. 

i»No man withfotit tny leave shall cross the seas 
To set the Pope against nie—I pray your pardon. 
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Beckrt. 

Well—will you move ? 

Henry. 

There. [Moves, 

Becket. 

Check—you move so wildly. 
Henry. 

There then ! [Moves. 

Becket. 

Why—there then, for you see my bishop 
Hath brought your king, to a standstill. You are beaten. 

Henry {kicks over the board). 

Why, there then—down go bishop and king together. 

I loathe being beaten; had I fixt my fancy 
Upon the game I should have beaten thee, 

But that was vagabond. 

Becket. 

Where, my liege ? With Phryne, 
Or Lais, or thy Rosamund, or another ? 

Henry. 

My Rosamund is no Lais, Thomas Bucket; 

And yet she plagues me too—no faalt in her— 

But that I fear tie Queen would have her life. 

Becket. 

Put her away, put her away, my liege I 

Put her away into a nunnery I ; 

Safe enough there from her to whom thou art bound 
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By Holy Church. And wherefore should she seek 
The life of Rosamund de Clifford more 
Than that of other paramours of thine ? 

Henry. 

How dost thou know I am not wedded to her ? 

Becket. 

How should I know? 

Henry. 

That is my secret, Thomas. 
Becket. 

State secrets should be patent to the statesman 
Who serves and loves his king, and whom the king 
Loves not as statesman, but true lover and friend. 

Henry. 

Come, come, thou art but deacon, not yet bishop, 

No, nor archbishop, nor my confessor yet. 

I would to God thou wert, for I should find 
An easy father confessor in thee. 

Becket. 

St. Denis, that thou shouldst not. I should beat 
Thy kingship as |ny bishop hath beaten it. 

, ^ J Henry. ^ 

Hell take thy bishop then, and my kingship too ! 

Henry then confides to Becket his plans for the 
seclusion of Rosamund, bespeaking the good offices 
of his favourite in screening her the jealousy 
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of the Queen, and afterwards passes to the question 
of Theobald’s successor. Becket deprecates his own 
nomination, and shows, by a variety of hints and signs, 
that as Archbishop he would further the King’s wishes 
and designs only so far as he might do so, to borrow 
the watchword of his Primacy, while “saving the 
honour of his order.” Their dialogue is interrupted’ 
by the entry of Queen Eleanor, accompanied by Sir 
Reginald Fitzurse, one of the dispossessed barons, who, 
according to the scheme of the play, had formerly 
aspired to the love of Rosamund and been slighted by 
her. The Queen sees on the table the plan of 
Rosamund’s bower, which Henry had just been explain¬ 
ing to Becket. This provokes her jealous and whimsical 
temper, which finds expression in the following power¬ 
ful scene:— 

Eleanor. 

Over 1 the sweet summer closes. 

The reign of the roses is done ; 

Over and gone with the roses, 

And over and gone with the sun. 

Here; but our sun in Aquitaine lasts longer. I would I 
were in Aquitaine again—your north chills me. 

Over I the sweet summer closes, 

And never a flower at the close; 

Over and gone with the roses. 

And winter again and the snows. 

That was not the way I ended it first—but unsymmetric- 
ally, preposterously, illogically, out of passion, without art 
—like a song of the people. Will you have it ? The last 
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Parthian shaft of a forlorn Cupid at the King’s left breast, 
and all left-handedness and under-handedness. 

And never a flower at the close, 

, Over and gone with the roses, 

Not over and gone with the rose. 

True,’ one rose will out-blossom the rest, one I'ose in a 
bower. I speak after my fancies, for I am a Troubadour, 
you know, and won the violet at Toulouse; but my voice 
is harsh here, not in tune, a nightingale out of season; 
for marriage, rose or no rose, has killed the golden violet. 

Becket. 

Madam, ypu do ill to scorn wedded love. 

E:tJiANOR. 

So I do. Louis of France loved me, and I dreamed that 
I loved Louis of France; and I loved Henry of England, 
and Henry of England dreamed that he loved me ; but 
the marriage-garland withers even with the putting on, the 
bright link rusts with the breath of the first after-marriage 
kiss, the harvest moon is the ripening of the harvest, and 
the honeymoon is the gall of love; he dies of his honey¬ 
moon I: could pity this poor world myself that it is no 
better ordered. 

Henry. 

Dead, is he, my Queen ? What, altogether ? Let me 
swear nay to that by this cross on thy neck. God’s eyes I 
what a lovely cross 1 what jewels ! 

,, Eleanor. 

Doth it ple:^e you? Take it and wear it on that hard 
heart, of yours—^thedre.,, , \pives ii to him. 
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Henry {puts it on). 

On this left breast before so hard a heart, 

To hide the scar left by thy Parthian dart 

Eleanor. 

Has my simple song set you jingling ? Nay, if I took 
and translated that hard heart into our Provencal facilities, ^ 
I could so play about it with the rhyme- 

Henry. 

That the heart were lost in the rhyme and the matter 
in the metre. May we not pray you, madam, to spare us 
the hardness of your facility ? 

Eleanor. 

The wells of Castaly are not wasted upon the desert. 
We did but jest. 

Henry. 

There’s no jest on the brows of Herbert there. What is 
it, Herbert ? 

Enter HERBERT OF BOSHAM. 

Herbert. 

My liege, the good Archbishop is no more. 

Henry. 

Peace to his soul I 

Herbert. 

I left him with peace on his face—that sweet other- 
world smile, which will be reflected in the spiritual body 
among the angels. But he longed much to see your 
Grace and the Chancellor ere he past, and his last words 
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were a commendation of Thomas Becket to your Grace as 
his successor in the archbishoprick. 

Henry. 

Ha, Becket 1 thou rememberest our talk ? 

Becket. 

My heart is full of tears—I have no answer. 

Henry. 

Well, well, old men must die, or the world would grow 
mouldy, would only breed the past again. Come to me 
to-morrow. Thou hast but to hold out thy hand. Mean¬ 
while the revenues are mine. A-hawking, a-hawkingl If 
I sit, I grow fat. \I^aps over the table^ a?td exit 

The Prologue closes with a conversation between 
Eleanor smd Fitzurse, in which the Queen urges the 
latter to seek out Rosamund’s retreat, and to “make 
her as hatdiul to herself and to the King as she is to 
me.” In the First Act, Becket is already Archbishop, 
and begins to disclose the change of his relations 
towards the King, which his new position, aided by his 
temperament, prone to ecclesiastical domination, forces 
upon him. “Thou art the man,” says Herbert of 
Bosham, his friend, “be thou a mightier Anselm.” 
To which Becket replies: 

I do believe thee, then. I am the man. 

And yet I seem appall’d—on such a sudden 

Ati such an eagle-height I stand and see 

The rift that rms between me and the King. 

I sei^d ount^SRbeobald well when I was with him ; 

I served King Henry, well as Chancellor: 
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I am his no more, and I must serve the Church. 

This Canterbury is only less than Rome, 

And all my doubts I fling from me like dust, 

Winnow and scatter all scruples to the wind, 

And all the puissance of the warrior, 

And all the wisdom of the Chancellor 
And all the heap’d experiences of life, 

I cast upon the side of Canterbury— 

Our holy mother Canterbury, who sits 
With tatter’d robes. Laics and barons, thro’ 

Th6 random gifts of careless kings, have graspt 
Her livings, her advowsons, granges, farms. 

And goodly acres—we will make her whole; 

Not one rood lost. And for th^se Royal customs, 

These ancient Royal customs—they are Royal, 

Not of the Church—and let them be anathema, 

And all that speak for them anathema. 

As a sign of his changed demeanour Becket resolves 
forthwith to send back the Great Seal to the King, 
and this done the scene rapidly changes to the Council 
of Northampton, where the Archbishop at first refuses 
and then consents to sign the Constitutions or Customs 
proposed by the King, and finally declining to ratify 
his signature by his seal he is driven to fly from the 
country and to pass into banishment. The succession 
of scenes which we have here passed hastily over is full 
of fine passages eminently illustrative of Tennyson’s 
dramatic versatility and variety. We despair of doing 
them justice by quotation, but we cannot omit the 
following extract from the King’s address to his 
Council:— 
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Barons and bishops of our realm of England, 

After the nineteen winters of King Stephen— 

A reign which was no reign, when none could sit 
By his own hearth in peace ; when murder common 
As nature’s death, like Egypt^s plague, had fill’d 
All things with blood ; when every doorway blush’d, 
Dash’d red with that unhallow’d passover ; 

When every baron ground his blade in blood; 

The household dough was kneaded up with blood ; 

The millwheel turn’d in blood j the wholesome plow 
Lay rusting in the furrow’s yellow weeds, 

Till famine dwarft the race—I came, your King ! 

Nor dwelt alone, like a soft lord of the East, 

In mine own hall, and^ucking thro’ fools’ ears 
The flatteries of corruptioil^went abroad 
Thro’ all my counties, spied my people’s ways; 

Yea, heard the churl against the baron—yea, 

And did him justice; sat in mine own courts 
Judging my judges, that had found a King 
Who rangdd confusions, made the twilight day, 

And struck a shape from out the vague, and law 
From madness. And the event—our fallows till’d, 

Much pom, repeopled towns, a realm again. 

So far my course, albeit not glassy-smooth, 

Had prosper’d in the main, but suddenly 
Jarr’d on this rock. A cleric violated 
The daughter of his host, and murder’d him. 
iishdpis—York, London, Chichester, Westminster— 

Ye haled this'tonsured devil into your courts ; 

But smx:e your canon will not let you take 
Life for a life, ye but degraded him 
Where I had bang’d him* What doth hard murder 
care 
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For degradation ? and that made me muse, 
! Being bounden by my coronation oath 
I To do men justice. 


In the Second Act Rosamund herself is first intro¬ 
duced. It consists of two scenes only, the first between 
Henry and Rosamund in the bower, the second, in 
sharp contrast to it, being the attempted reconciliation 
between Henry and Becket at the meeting of the Kings 
at Montmirail. In the first Rosamund pleads for 
Becket and obtains from the King as a gift the fateful 
cross which Eleanor had given him. Her pleading is 
unheeded, and Henry parts from her with an evasion. 
In the scene at Montmirail .the reconciliation is almost 
accomplished when it is frustrated by Becketts stubborn¬ 
ness and the King’s passionate temper: 

Henry. 

Ah, Thomas, Thomas, 

Thou art thyself again, Thomas again. 

Becket (rising). 

Saving God’s honour! 

Henry. 

Out upon thee, man I 

Saving the Devil’s honour, his yes and no. 

Knights, bishops, earls, this London spawn—by M abound, 
I had sooner have been born a Mussulman— 

Less clashing with their priests— 

I am half-way down the slope—^will no man stay me ? 

I dash myself to pieces—I stay myself— 

Puff—it is gone. You, Master Becket, you 
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That owe to me your power over me— 

Nay, hay— 

Brother of France, you have taken, cherish’d him 
Who thipf-like fled from his own church by night, 

No man pursuing. I would have had him back. 

Take heed he do not turn and rend you too : 

For whatsoever may displease him—that 
Is clean against God’s honour—a shift, a trick 
Whereby to challenge, face me out of all 
My rights. Yet, yet—^that none may dream 
1 go agai]|st God’s honour—ay, or himself 
In any reason, choose- 

A hundred of the wisest heads from England, 

A hundred, too, from Ntfrmandy and Anjou; 

Let these decide on what was customary 
In olden days, and ainhe Church of France 
Decide on their decision, I am content. 

More, what the mightiest and the holiest 
Of all his predecessors may have done 
Ev’n to th*e least and meanest of my own, 

Let him do the same to me—I am content. 

In the Third Act we return again to Rosamund’s 
bower, and the first note of her impending fate is 
struck in the whimsical rustic song of her seeming- 
silent but ganulous waking-maid Margery ; 

Babble in bower 
Under the rose I 
Bee mustn’t buzz. 

Whoop—^but he knows. 

Kiss me, litde one, 

.. Nobody near-I 
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Grasshopper, grasshopper, 

Whoop—you can hear. 

Kiss in the bower, 

Tit on the tree! 

Bird mustn’t tell, 

Whoop—he can see. 

Eleanor has at last tracked Rosamund to her retreat, 
but the catastrophe of the underplot is reserved for a 
tremendous scene in the Fourth Act, and before its 
dinoutineni is reached the scene changes to the Traitor’s 
Meadow at Fr^teval, where Becket, though at last out¬ 
wardly reconciled to the King, begins to feel a pre¬ 
sentiment of the fate that aiyaits \dm. He turns a deaf 
ear to the remonstrances of ’\^alter Map, who urges 
conciliation and compromise, and thus reveals the full 
scope of his pretensions and aspirations: 

No !—To die for it— 

I live to die for it, I die to live for it. 

The State will die, the Church can never die. 

The King’s not like to die for that which dies ; 

But I must die for that which never dies. 

It will be so—my visions in the Lord: 

It must be so, my friend I the wolves of England 
Must murder her one shepherd, that the sheep 
May feed in peace. False figure, Map would say. 

Earth’s falses are heaven’s truths. And when my voice 
Is martyr’d mute, and this man disappears, 

That perfect trust may cpme again between us, 

And there, there, there, hot here I shall rejoice 
To find my stray sheep back within the fold* 
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The crowd are scattering, let us move away! 

And thence to England. 

In the opening of the Fourth Act Queen Eleanor 
penetrates Rosamund’s bower by following the guidance 
of Rosamund’s child, Geoffrey, who has strayed beyond 
the forbidden precincts. She proffers to Rosamund the 
choice of a dagger or of poison, but Rosamund pleads 
forto Ijf^^nd that of her child. Eleanor’s terms are 
hard and her ^taunting bitter: 

Eleanor. 

Will you not say you are^not married to him ? 

,K' 

Rosamund. 

Ay, madam, I can say it, if you will. 


Eleanor. 

Then is thy pretty boy a bastard ? 

Rosamund. 

No. 

Eleanor, 

And thou thyself a proven wanton ? 

Rosamund. * 

1 am mim Such. I never but one 
I have heard of such that'ran^ from love to love 
Like the wild beast—if you Can call it love. 

I have heard of sttcl^yea, even among those 
Who sit oh thrones^! never saw any such. 
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Never knew any such, and howsoever 
You do misname me, matched with any such, 
I am snow to mud. 


Eleanor. 

The more the pity then 

That thy true home—the heavens—cry out for thee 
Who art too pure for earth. 

Then the base Fitzurse, who has accompanied Eleanpr, 
strives to renew his rejected suit to Rosamund. “ Give 
her to me,” he says, and Eleanor offers Rosamund her 
life on these degrading terms: 

Take thy one^chance; 

Catch at the last straw. Kneel to thy lord Fitzurse ; 
Crouch even because thou hatest him ; fawn upon him 
For thy life and thy son’s. 

Rosamund (rising), 

I am a Clifford, 

My son a Clifford and Plantagenet* 

I am to die then, tho’ there stand beside thee 
One who might grapple with thy dagger, if he 
Had aught of man, or thou of woman ; or I 
Would bow to such a baseness as would make me 
Most worthy of it; both of us will die, 

And I will fly with my sweet boy to heaven, 

And shriek to all the saints among the stars: 

< Eleanor of Aquitaine, Eleanor of England ! 

Murder’d by that adulter^s Eleanor, 

Whose doings are a horror to the east, 

A hissing in the west I ’ Have we not heard 
Raymond of Poitou, thine own uncle—nay, 

2 G 
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^ofiErey Plantagenet, thine own husband’s father— 

%ay, ev’n the accursed heathen Saladdeen— 

Strike! 

I challenge thee to meet me before God. 

Answer me there. 

Eleanor (raising the dagger). 

This in thy bosom, fool, 

And a^er in thy bastard’s ! 

(Unter behind. Catches hold of Her arm,) 

' Becket. 

Murderess I 

Becket’s arrival ^este the murder of Rosamund, and 
he persuades her, according to the alternative legend, to 
take refuge in the nunnery at Godstow. This proves in 
the end his own undoing, for Eleanor goes back to the 
King in France, and^ showing him the cross, her own 
gift to him, 'which she had wrested from Rosamund in 
the bower, persuades him that Rosamund has sent it 
back to him because she is dead to earth and dead 
henceforth to him, and mockingly hints that Becket 
has sent her to Godstow because he loves her him¬ 
self. This calls jhith** from Henry the following burst 
of passion, almost iEschylean in its intensity and 
audacity 

To pi€ hei: into. Godstow ^umjery I 
He dared not—remember— 

" I do remember, ' „■ > 

He bad me put her into a nunnery-*-^ 

Into Godstow, into Hellstow, Devilstow I 
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The Church I the Church ! 

God’s eyes! I would the Church were down in hell! 

No man to love me, honour me, obey me ! 

Sluggards and fools! 

The slave that eat my bread has kick’d his King! 

The dog I cramm’d with dainties worried me ! 

The fellow that on a lame jade came to court, 

A ragged cloak for saddle—he, he, he, 

To shake my throne, to push into my chamber— 

My bed, where ev’n the slave is private—he— 

I’ll have her out again, he shall absolve 

The bishops—they but did my will—not you— 

Sluggards and fools, why do you stand and stare ? 

You are no king’s men—you—^you-^-you are Becket’s men. 
Down with King Henry 1 up with the Archbishop ! 

Will no man free me from this pestilent priest ? 

The fatal words are spoken in the hearing of Becket’s 
enemies, Fitzurse, De Brito, De Tracy, and De Morville, 
and thus the catastrophe is prepared. The murderers 
seek Becket at Canterbury and summon him to submit 
himself to the King. Becket defies them : 

Ye think to scare me from my loyalty 
To God and to the Holy Father, No 1 
Tho’ all the swords in England flash’d above me 
Ready to fall at Henry’s word or yours— 

Tho’ all the loud-lung’d^trumpets upon earth 
Blared from the heights'bf ai the thrones of her kings, 
Blowing the world against me, I would stand 
Clothed with the full authority of Rome, 

Mail’d in the perfect panoply of faith, 
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First of the foremost of their files, who die 
For God, to people heaven in the great day 
- When God makes up his jewels. 

And so his proud defiance lasts until the tragic end, the 
circumstances of which no one who has read English 
history, and no one who in future reads English poetry, 
is likely to forget. 

We have said enough and quoted enough to 
show that Bec%et is a work eminently worthy of 
Tennyson's genius and fame. It is dramatic in its 
conception and execution, full of poetry and fire; its 
versification is strong and varied in cadence, and 
its several episodes are well conceived and skilfully 
wovai together. Of the songs in the play we have 
given two specimens, selected rather for their import¬ 
ance in relation to its dramatic development than for 
their intrinsic lyrical excellence. In this latter respect, 
though thein^ merit is not inconsiderable, they are 
surpassed nso, douht both in poetry and music by the 
exquisite duet which opens the Second Act, and cer¬ 
tainly fey cannot compare with many of Tennyson's 
earlier lyrical efforts. But it is no real demerit in 
songs inserted in a dramatic poem that they are rather 
appropriate to the dramatic evolution of the play than 
gems wh<^ independent lustre might easily outshine 
their settmg. There are many questions to be asked 
in judging -qf an historical dr^a. Does it illustrate 
,on whicl^ ^ leased without slavishly 
a^ering , d^tgil^ ? its characters broadly 

and firmly con^yed and consistently developed ? Is 
' really dramatic cp|ipeption, and does the imagina- 
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tion fuse its component parts into a coherent unity of 
execution ? If these questions can be answered in the 
affirmative—and we think they can in the case of 
Bechet —the result is a play which, whether it is adapted 
to meet the exigencies of the modem theatre or not, is 
a genuine and important addition to the permanent 
treasures of English literature. There have been 
times in the history of the English drama when no 
play of Shakespeare would have held the stage for a 
week. It is probable enough that there are many plays 
of Shakespeare which would fail to hold the stage at 
the present time. But the fault lies not so much in 
Shakespeare, who wrote for the stage of his time and 
understood it, as in the changed condition of the stage. 
So again it is doubtful whether Mernani^ for instance, 
would in an English dress attract an English audience \ 
while it is certain that Racine appeals for the most part 
to a taste whidi is not English. It is thus easy to see 
that there are varieties and degrees of dramatic excel¬ 
lence, and that the criterion of successful performance 
on the actual stage is only one of the tests whereby a 
dramatic work of serious and permanent pretensions is 
to be tried. But whatever test we apply we can con¬ 
fidently express our conviction that Bechet is a drama of 
great power, finely conceived and finely executed, as 
well as a poem of great and varied beauty. 



B E C K E T 

A TRAGEDY 

IN A PROLOGUE AND FOUR ACTS 


BY 

ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON 


AS ARRANGED FOR THE STAGE 
BY 

HENRY IRVING 

AND AFTERWARDS SUBMITTED TO THE AUTHOR 
and PRESENTED AT THE LYCEUM THEATRE 
ON 6X11 FEBRUARY 1893 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


(Chancellor of England\ 

Thomas Becket-f (afterwards Arcliislwp J-Mr. Irving 
(of Canterbury) . . J 

Henry n. . * King of E7 j gland . Mr. William Terriss 

King Louis of France .... Mr. Bond 
Gilbert Foliot . Bishop of London . Mr. Lacy 

j^Qger . . Archbishop if York Mr. Beaumont 

Bishop of Hereford .... Mr. Cushing 
Hilaiy • • Bishop of Chichester Mr. ARCHER 

Tohn of Salisbury ^ . , -.777. /Mr. Bishop 

Herbert of BoshamJ ^ ^ ’ iMr. Haviland 

Edward Grim . A monk of Cambndge Mr. W. J. Holloway 
S ir Reginald Fitzurses xhe Four Knights Fkank Cooper 
S ir Richard de Brito | of the Kinfs | Mr. Tyars 
Sir William de Tracy (household, j Mr. Hague 

Sir Hugh de Morville J I Mr. Percival 

De Broc . . . • . Mr. Tabs 

Richard de Hastings «^}Mr. Seldon * ; 


Mr. Lacy 
Mr. Beaumont 
Mr. Cushing 


I Mr. Tyars 
j Mr. Hague 
I Mr. Percival 
Mr. Tabb 


Richara ae nasungs Templars J Seldon * , 

The Youngest Knight Templar . . Mr. Gordon Craig 

Lord Leicester.Mr. Harvey 

Philip dc Eleemosyna . . | 

jjgjald.Mr. L. Belmoke 

Geoffrey Son of Rosamund and Henry Master Leo Byrne 

/Mr. Yeldham 

Retainers.^Mr. LORRiss 

rMr. Johnson 


Philip dc Eleemosyna. 


rMr. JOHNSON 
^Mr. Reynolds 
M r. Im Robertson 
Mr.^vi8 


Countrymen. Reynolds 

John of Oxford . Called the Swearer, Mr. I AN Robertson 

Servant.Mri^Vis 

/ Quee7i of England, 

Eleanor of Aquitane ] divorcedfrom Louis Miss Genevieve Ward 
[ of France 

Margery . .. Miss Kate Phillips 

AND 

Rosamun4 Clifford . . . • Miss Ellen Terry 


Miss Kate Phillips 


Miss Ellen Terry 


Kflights, Monks, Heralds, Soldiers, Retainers, etc, 

457 



SYNOPSIS OF SCENERY. 


PROLOGUE. 


Scene i 

Scene 2 

A Castle in Normandy 

The Same 


ACT I. 

Scene i 

Scene 2 . 

Scene 3 

Scene 4 

Becket’s House in London ; 

*. Street in Northampton 

The Same 

. The in Nortliampton . 


ACT II, 

Scene i \ 

' f * ' f ’ 

•»ScpTE I 
%^NB 2 ’ . 

Scene 3 < . 

, ‘ Rosamiind’s Bower 

ACT III. 

“ Meeting of the Kings," Montmirail 
f Outside the Woods near’\_ 

\ Rosamund’s Bower j ’ 

.. Rosamund’s Bower 


ACT IV. 


Scene i 
Scene a 
Scene 3 


>' . Castle in Normandy 
A Rooin in Canterbury Monastery 
of Canterbury Cathedra 

•France and England. 


W. TelHn 
. TelHn 


. y, Harker 
Hawes Craven 
Hawes Craven 
Hawes Craven. 


Hawes Craven 


Hawes Craven 
Hawes Craven 
Hawes Craven 


W. TelHn 
XV» Telbin 
W, Telbin 



BECKET. 


PROLOGUE. 

Scene i.— A Casi(/£zn Normandy, 

Eleanor* Fitzurse. 

Eleanor. Dost thou lovenhis Becket, this son of- 
a London merchant, that thou hast sworn a voldntary 
allegiance to him ? ^ 

FiTZURSE. Not for my love toward him, but because he 
had the love of the King. How should a baron love a 
beggar on horseback, with the retinue of three kings behind 
him, outroyailing royalty ? 

Eleanor. Pride of the plebeian I 
FiTZURSK. And this plebeian like to be Archbishop 1 
Eleanor. True, and I have an inherited loathing of 
these black sheep of the Papacy. Archbishop ? I can see 
further into a man than our hot-headed Henry, and if there 
ever come feud between Church and Crown, and I do not 
then charm this secret out of our loyal Thomas, I am not 
Eleanor* 

FiTZURSE# ^ Last night I followed a woman in the city 
here. Her face was veiled, but the back methought was 
Rosamund—his paramour, thy rival. I can feel for thee. 
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Eleanor. Thou feel for me!—paramour—rival! No 
paramour but his own wedded wife! King Louis had no 
paramours, and I loved him none the more. Henry had 
many, and I loved him none the less. I would she were 
but his paramour, for men tire of their fancies; but I fear 
this one fancy hath taken root, and borne blossom too, and 
she, whom the King loves indeed, is a power in the State. 
Follow me this Rosamund day and night, whithersoever 
she goes; track her, if thou canst, even into the King’s 
lodging, that I may [clenches her fisf \—may at least have 
my cry against him and her,—and thou in thy way shouldst 
be jealous of the King, for thou in thy way didst once, 
what shall I tall it, affect her thine own self. 

Fitzurse, Ay, but the young filly winced and whinnied 
and flupg up her heels; and then the King came honeying 
.^out he^'.and! this Becked, her father’s friend, like enough 
staved us from? her. 

Eleanor, Us ! 

FnzLTRSE* Y^, by the Blessed Virgin ! There were 
more fhan I buzzing round the blossom—De Tracy—even 
^at.fimt Be Brito. 

Eleanor. Carry her off among you ; run in upon her 
and devour her, one and all of you; make her as hateful to 
herself and to the King, as she is to me. 

Fitzurse*;*'^»I and all would be glad to wreak our spite 
on the rosefacid minion of the King, and bring her to the 

kvel oi the du^,' so that the King_ 

’ 'Ei^eano^ If diou light upon her—^free me from herl 
—4et her Ike the serpent, and be driven out of her 

paradise. 
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Scene 2 .—The Seme. 

Henry a7td Becket at chess. 

Henry. So then our good Archbishop Theobald 
Lies dying. 

Becket. I am grieved to know as much. 

Henry. But we must have a mightier man than he 
For his successor. 

Becket. Have you thought of one ? 

Henry. A cleric lately poison’d his own mother, 

And being brought before the courts of the Church, 

TThey but degraded him. 1 hope they whipt him. 

I would have bung’d him. 

Becket. It is your move. 

Henry. Well—there. ■ [Moves. 

The Church in the pell-mell of Stephen’s time 
Hath climb’d the throne and almost clutch’d the crown; 
But by the royal customs of our realm 
The Church should hold her baronies of me, 

Like other lords amenable to law. 

I^ll have them written down and made the law. 

Becket. My liege, I move my bishop, 

Henry, And if I live, 

Kfo man without my leave shall excommunicate 
My tenants or my household. 

Becket. Look to your king. 

Henry. No man without my leave shall cross the seas 
To set the Pope against me—I pray your pardon, 

Becket, Well—will you move ? 

Henry. There. [Moves. 

Becket. Check—^you move so wildly. 

Henry. There then! [Moves. 
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Becket. Why—there then, for you see my bishop 

Hath brought your king to a standstill. You are beaten. 
Henry. \Kidks over the board^ Why, there then— 
down go bisHbp and king together. 

I loathe being beaten ; had I fixt my fancy 
Upon the game I should have beaten thee, 

But that was vagabond. 

Becket. Where, my liege ? With Phryne, 

Or Lais, or thy Rosamund, or another ? 

Henry. My. Rosamund is no Lais, Thomas Becket; 
And yet she plagues me too—^no fault in h^— 

But that 1 fear the Queen would have her life. 

Becket. Put her away, put her away, my liege ! 

Put her away into a nunnery! 

Safe enough there from her to whom thou art bound 
By Holy Church. And wherefore should she seek 
The life of Rosamund de. Clifford more 
Than diat of other paramours of thine ? 

Henry. How dost thou know I am not wedded to her ? 
Becket. How should I know ? 

Henry. . That is my secret, Thomas. 

Becket. State secrets should be patent to the statesman 
Who serves and loves his king, and whom the king 
Jfeoves not as statesman, but true lover and friend, 

Henry. - Obme, come, thou art but deacon, not yet 
bishop, ; 

No, nhr aichblsSiqp,’nor my confessor yet. 

J thou Wert, for I should find 

An easy fedkcar eonfessor in thee; * 

Becket. St. Denis, that thou shouldst not. I should 

■ . 

Tby bishop hath beaten it. 

henry. take thy bishop then, and my kingship too! 
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Come, come, I love thee and I know thee, I know thee, 

A doter on white pheasant-flesh at feasts, 

A sauce-deviser for thy days of fish, 

A dish-designer, and most amorous 
Of good old red sound liberal Gaacon wine ; 

Will not thy body rebel, man, if thou flatter it ? 

Becket. That palate is insane which cannot tell 
A good dish from a bad, new wine from old. 

Henry. Well, who loves wine loves women. 

Becket. So I do, 

Men are God’s trees, and women are God’s flowers ; 

And when the Gascon wine mounts to my head, 

The trees are all the statelier, and the flowers 
Are all the fairer. 

Henry. And thy thoughts, thy fancies ? 

Becket, Good dogs, my liege, well train’d, and easily 
caU’d 

Off from the game. 

Henry. Save for some once or twice, 

When they ran down the game and worried it. 

Becket, No, my liege, nol—-not once—in God’s name, 
no ! 

H enry. Nay, then, I take thee at thy word—believe thee 
The veriest Galahad of old Arthur’s hall. 

And so this Rosamund, my true heart-wife, 

Not Eleanor—she whom I love indeed 

As a woman should be. loved—^Why dost thou smile 

So dolorously ? 

Becket, My good liege, if a man 
Wastes himself among women, how should he love 
A woman, as a woman should be loved ? ^ 

Henry, How shouldst thou know that ilever hast 
loved one ? 
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Come, I would give her to thy care in England 
When I am out in Normandy or Anjou. 

Becket. My lord, I am your subject, not your—- 
Henry. Pander, 

God’s eyes ! I know all tliat—not my purveyor 
Of pleasures, bat to save a life—her life; 

Ay, and the soul of Eleanor from ihell-fire. 

I have built a secret bower in England, Thomas, 

A nest in a bush. 

Becket. And where, my liege ? 

Henry. [IV/iispers.] Thine ear. 

Becket. That’s lone enough. 

Henry. [Laj^ing' ^aper on table.'] This chart here 
mark’d Her Bower^^ 

Take, keep it, friend. See, first, a circling wood, 

A hundred pathways running everyway, 

And then a brook, a bridge; and after that 
This labyrinthine brickwork maze in maze, 

And then another wood, and in the midst 
A garden and my Rosamund. Look, this line— 

The rest you see is colour’d green—but this 
Draws thro’ the chart to her. 

This blood-red line ? 

Henry. Ay 1 bipod, perchance, except thou see to her. 
Becket. Aud where is she? There in her English 
nest? 

HeWY. W^ld God she were—no, here within the city. 
We;^^eher from her secret bower in Anjou 
Ajpil passller to her secret bower in England. 

She is of all but that I love her. 

BECK^'^^My hege, I pray thee let me hence: a widow 

And whom;One of thy wild barons- 

HEtstRY. Ay, ay, but swear to see to her in England. 
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Becket. Well, well, I swear, but not to please myself. 

Henry. Whatever come between us ? 

Becket, What should come 

Between us, Henry ? 

Henry. Nay—I know not, Thomas. 

Becket. What need then? Well—whatever come 

between us. \Gomg. 

Henry. A moment 1 thou didst help me to my throne 
In Theobald’s time, and after by thy wisdom 
Hast kept it firm from shaking j but now I, 

For my realm’s sake, myself must be the wizard 
To raise that tempest which will set it trembling 
Only to base it deeper. I will have 
My young son Henry crown’d the King of England, 

That so the Papal bolt may pass by England, 

As seeming his, not mine, and fall abroad. 

I’ll have it done—and now. 

Becket. Surely too young 

Even for this shadow of a crown ; and tho’ 

I love him heartily, I can spy already 
A strain of hard and |ieadstrong in him. Say, 

The Queen should play his kingship against thine 1 

Henry. I will not think so, Thomas, Who shall 
crown him ? 

Canterbury is dying. 

Becket. ’ The next Canterbury. 

Henry. And who shall he be, my friend Thom^ 
Who? ,, 

Becket. Name him; the Holy Father will con&nm him. 

Henry. [Lays his hand on Becket’S shoulder^J Here! 

Becket. Mock me not. I am not even 
Thy jest—no more. Why—look—is this a sle^ 

For an archbishop ? 
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Henry. But the arm within 

Is Becket’s, who hath beaten down my foes. 

Becket. a soldier’s, not a spiritual arm. 

Henry. I lack a spiritual soldier, Thomas— 

A man of this world and the next to hoot. 

Becket. **There’s Gilbert Foliot.*' 

Henry. He ! too thin, too tbin. 

Thou art the man to fill out the Church robe ; 

Your Foibt fasts and fawns too much for me. , 

Becket. Roger of York. 

Henry. * Roger is Roger of York. 

King, Chur^, 'and State to him but fibils wherein 
To set that precious jewel, Roger of York. 

No, 

Becket. Sire, the business 
Of thy whole kingdom waits me: let me go. 

Henry, Answer me first. • 

Becket. Make me archbishop! Why, my liege, I 
know 

Some three or four poor priests a thousand times 
Fitter for this grand function. ajchbishop I 
God’s favotu* and king’s favour might so clash 

Tlkt thou and I- That were a jest indeed I 

Hj^smy. Thou angerest me, man : I do not jest. 

Enter Eleanor. 

[Singing.'] 

the sweet summer closes, 

"’fife reign of the roses is done- 

* ^Tl^ JiKCKET, who is Thou shalt not 

go. I, ^ve not ended with thee. 
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Eleanor. \Seeing chart on tdble^ adde.\ This chart 
with the red line 1 her bower I whose bower ? 

Henry. The chart is not mine, but Bechet’s; take It, 
Thomas. 

Eleanor. Becket 1 0—ay—and these chessm'en on 

the floor_the king’s crown broken ! Becket hath beaten 

thee again_and thou hast kicked down the board. I know 


thee of old. 

Henry. True enough, my mind was set upon other 
matters. 

Eleanor. What matters? State matters? love 
matters ? 

Henry. My love for thee, and thine for me. 

Eleanor. Louis of France loved me, and I dreamed 
that I loved Louis of France: and I loved Henry of Eng¬ 
land, and Henry of England dreamed that he loved me; 
but \he marriage-garland withers even with the putting 
on, the harvest moon is the ripening of the harvest, and tlie 
honeymoon is the gall of love ; he dies of his honeymoon. 

Henry. Dead is he, my Queen ? What, altogether ? 
Let me swear nay to that by this cross on thy neck. 

God’s eyes! what a lovely cross I what jewels 1 

ELEANOR. Doth it please you? Take it and wear it 
on that hard heart of yours—there. \Gives it p him. 

HENRY. {Puts it on.-] On this left breast before so 


hard a heart, 

To hide the scar left by thy Parthian dart. 

ELEANOR. Has my simple song set you jmglmg. Nay, 
if I took and translated that hard heart into our Provengal 
facilities, I could so play about it with the rhy^e 
Henry That the heart were lost in the rhyme a 
niatter in the metre. May we not pray you, Madam, to 
spare us the hardness of your facility ? • 
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Eleanor. wells of Castaly are not wasted upon 
the desert. We did but jest. 

Henry. There’s no jest on the brows of Herbert there. 
What is it, Herbert ? 

%ntsr Herbert I^osham. 

.liege, the good iA,rehb|^op is no more. 

!p:ENRY> Peace to his soul 1 ’ ' 

^*Herbert. I .left him with oiv'his jace—that 

sweet other-world smile, which will^^ be’^^xedect^d in the 
spiritual boS^ aijmng the angels, ^ut he longed much to 
see your G^ce^and the Chancellor ere he past, and his 
last words were a commendation of Thomas Becket to your 
Grace as his successor in the archbishoprick. 

Henry. Ha, Becket! thou rememberest our talk ! 

Becket. My heart is full of tears—I have no answer. 

Hi^RY. Well, well, old men must die, or the world 
would grow mouldy. A-hawking, a-hawking! If I sit, I 
grow fat. over table^ exit. 



- ACT L 


Scene i.—Becket’S House in London, Chamber hokmly 
furnished, Beckex unrobing. Herbert of Boskam^ 
(2;^^ Servant. , 

Servant. Shall I not help your lordship to your rest ? 
Becket. Friend, am I so much better than thyself 
That thou shouldst help me ? Thou art wearied out 
With this day’s work, get thee to thine own bed. 

Leave me with Herbert, friend. [Hxii SERVANT. 

Help me off, Herbert, with this—and this. 

Herbert. Was not the people’s blessing as we past 
Heart-comfort and a balsam to thy blood ? 

Becket. The people know their Church a tower of 
strength, 

A bulwark against .Throne and Baronage. 

Too heavy for me, this ; off with it, Herbert I 

Herbert. Is it much heavier than thy Chancellor’s 
robe? 

Becket. No ; but the Chancellor’s and the Archbishop’s 
Together more than mortal man can bear. 

Herbert. Not heavier than thine armour at Toulouse ? 
Becket. But hast thou heard this cry of Gilbert Foliot 
That I am not the man to be your Primate, 

For Henry could not work a miracle— 

Make an Archbishop of a soldier ? 

469 
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Herbert. Ay, 

For Gilbert Folrot held himself the man. 

Becket. Am I the man ? That rang 
Within my head last night, and when I slept 
Methought I stood in Canterbury Minster, 

Ar^ spake to the Lord God, and said, 

‘‘Henry the King hath been my friend, my brother, 
And mine uplifte:^, in this world, and chosen me 
Fprjthis thy great archbishoprick, believing 
^Thkt I should go against the Church* with him, 

V And I shall gp against him with the Church. 

Am I the man ? And the Lord answer’d me, 
‘^Thou art the man, and all the more the man.’’ 
And thereupon, methought. He drew toward me, 
And smote me down upon the Minster floor. 


I fell. 

Herbert. God make not thee, but thy foes, fall. 
BEcket. And yet I seem appall’d—on such a sudden 
At such an eagle-height I stand and see 
The rift that runs between me and the King. 

Herbert. Thomas, thou art moved too ;nuch. 

Becket. 0 Herbert, here 

I gash myself asunder from the King^ ^ 


Tho’ leaving each, a wound j mine o^yn, a |frief 
To shcf^ the scar for ever—^his, a hat6 " 

^ Not ever to be heal’d. 


Enter Rosamund de Clifford. Drops her veil, 

RbSAMXJND. Save me, father, hide me. 

BEckET, ' Rosamund de Clifford t 

Rosamund. They follow me—and I must hot be known* 
Becket. Pass in with Herbert there. 

\Exeunt RosamuHd and HERBERT by side door. 
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EnUr FIT2URSE. 

FiTZURSE, The Archbishop! 

BECKET. Ay ! what wouldst thou, Reginald ? 

FiTZURSE. Why—-why, my lord, I follow’d—follow’d 
one— 

BECKET. And then what follows ? Let me follow thee. 
FiTZURSE. It much imports me I should know her 
name. 

BECKET. What her ? 

FiTZURSE. » The woman that I follow’d hither, 

BECKET. Perhaps it may import her all as much 
Not to be known. 

FiTZURSE. And what care I for that ? 

Come, come, my lord Archbishop j I saw that doot 
Close even now upon the woman. 

Becket. Well ? 

FiTZURSE. \_Makmg for the door?\ Nay, let me pass, 
my lord, for I must know. 

Becket. Back, man I 

Go home, and sleep thy wine off, for thine eyes 
Glare stupid-wild with wine. 

FiTZURSE, \Makihg to the door?^ I must and will, 

I care not for thy new archbishoprick. 

Becket. Back, man, I tell thee! Lest 
I smite thee with my crozier on the skull 1 

FiTZURSE. I shall remember this. 

Becket. Do, and begone I \Exit Fitzurse. 

These be those baron-brutes 
That havock’d all the land in Stephen’s day. 

Rosamund de Clifford, 
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Ee-enter Rosamund Herbert. 

Rosamund. Here am I, 

Becket. Why here ? 

We gave thee to the charge of John of Salisbury, 

To pass thee to thy secret bower to-morrow. 

Wast thou not told to keep thyself from sight ^ 

Rosamund. Poor bird of passage! so I was; | 
father, 

They say that you are wise in winged things, 

And know the ways of Nature. Bar the bird 
From, following ^e fled summer—a chink—he’s out, 
Gone 1 And there stole into the city a breath 
Full of the meadows, and it minded me 
Of the sweet woods of Clifford, and the walks 
Where I could move at pleasure, and I thought 
Lo 1 I must out or die. 

Becket. Or out an^ die. 

4nd what hast thou to do with this Fitzurse ? 

Rosamund. Nothing, He sued my hand. I shi 
at him. 

He found me once alone. Nay—nay—I cannot 
Tell you ; my father drove him and his friends, 

De Tracy and De Brito, from our castle. . 

I heard him swear revenge. 

Becket. Why will you court it 

By selfexpsufie? flutter out at night ? 

Make'i! sb hard to save a moth from the fire ? 

’m&mm'B, :l h^ve saved many of "em. You ca 
’em, so, 

Softly, and fling them out to the free air. 

They bum th^selves wMm-doox, 

Becket. 


Our good John 
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Must speed you to your bower at once. The child 
Is there already. 

Rosamund. Yes—the child—the child— 

O rare, a whole long day of open field. 

Becket, Ay, but you go disguised. 

Rosamund. O rare again! 

We’ll baffle them, I warrant. What shall it be? 
ril go as a nun. 

Becket. No. 

Rosamund. What, not good enough 

Even to play at nun ? 

Becket. Dan John with a nun, 

That Map, and these new railers at the Church, 

May plaister his clean name with scurrilous rhymes 1 
No! 

Go like a monk, cowling and clouding up 
That fatal star, thy Beauty, from the squint 
Of lust and glare of malice. Good-night 1 good-night 1 
Rosamund. Father, I am so tender to all hardness ! 
Nay, father, first thy blessing. 

Becket. Wedded ? 

Rosamund. Father 1 

Becket. Well, well! I ask no more. Heaven bless 
thee! hence! 

Rosamund. O holy father, when thou seest him next, 
Commend me to thy friend. 

Becket. What friend ? 

Rosamund. The King. 

Becket. Herbert, take out a score of armed xmn 
To guard this bird of passage to her cage; 

And watch Fitzurse, and if he follow thee, 

Make him thy prisoner. I am Chancellor yet. 

\Exeimt Herbert md Rosamund. 
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Poor soul! poor soul! 

My friend, the King! - . . O thou Great Seal of England, 
Given me by my dear friend the King of England— 

We long have wrought together, thou and I— 

Now must I send thee as a common friend 
To tell the King, my friend, I am against him. 

Herbert. \Re^entering.'\ My lord, the town is quiet 
and the moon 

Divides the whole long street with light and shade. 

No footfall—no Fitzurse. 

Becket. The hog hath tumbled himself into some 
comer, . 

Some, ditch, to snore away his drunkenness 
Into thOrSober headache,—Nature’s moral 
Against excess. Let the Great Seal be sent 
Back to the King to-morrow. 

Herbert. Must that be? 

The King ihay rend the bearer limb from limb. 

Enter John of Salisbury. 

John, Thomas, thou wast not happy taking charge 
Of this wild Rosamund to please the King, 

Nor am I happy having charge of her— 

The included Danae has escaped again 
Her^towet,iand.her.Acrisius^where to seek? 

I have been about the city. 

Becekt. '<?4 -Thou wilt find her 

her lodging. Go with her--rat ^nce— 
To-nighi-^y anen will guard .yon to ibe gates. 

Be sweet to her, she has many enemt^^ ' 

Send the Great Seal,by. daybreak.. good-night! 
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ScENK 2 .— Street in Northampton leading to the Castle, 
Eleanor’s Retainers and Becket’s Retainers 
fighting. 

E7iter Eleanor and Becket fro7}i opposite streets, 
Eleanor. Peace, fools I 

Becket. Peace, friends ! what idle brawl is this ? 
Retainers of Becket. They said — her Grace’s 
people—thou wast found— 

Liars ! I shame to quote ’em—caught, my lord, 

With a wanton in thy lodging—Hell requite ’em I 

Retainers of Eleanor. My liege, the Lord Fitzurse 
reported this 

In passing to the Castle even now. 

Retainers of Becket. And then they mock’d us and 
we fell upon ’em. 

Becket. [To his Retainers.] Go, go—no more of 
this! 

Eleanor. [To her Retainers.] Away 1 — 

[Exeunt Retainers. 
Fitzurse- 

Becket. Nay, let himhe. 

Eleanor. No, no, my Lord Archbishop, 

’Tis known you are midwinter to all women, 

But often in your chancellorship you served 
The follies of the King, 

Becket. No, not these follies ! 

Eleanor. My lord, Fitzurse beheld her in your 
lodging. 

Becket. Whom ? 

Eleanor, Well—you know—the minion, Rosamund. 

Becket. He had good eyes I 
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;i^LEA.NOR. Then hidden in the street 

He watchM her pass with John of Salisbury 
And heard her cry “ Where is this bower of mine ? ” 
Becket. Good ears too 1 

EIeanor. You are going to the Castle, 

Will you subscribe the customs ? 

Becket. I leave that, 

Knowing how much you reverence Holy Church, 

My liege, to your conjecture. 

Eleanor. I and mine— 

And many a baron holds along with me— 

Are not so much at feud with Holy Church 
But we might take your side against the customs— 

B& that you grant me one slight favour. 

Becket. What ? 

Eleanor. A sight of that same chart which Henry 
gave you 

With the red line—^‘her bower. 

Becket. And to what end ? 

Eleanor, Look I I would move this wanton from his 
sight , 

And take the Church’s danger on myself. 

Becket, For which she ^hptdd be duly grateful, 
Slbanor. ’ Tme! 

Tho’ she that binds the bond, herself should see 
That kings are faithful to thejr marriage vow, 

Becket. Ay, Madam, and queens also. 

Eleanor, A.nd queens also 

What is yota:’drift ? 

Becket. My drift is to the Castle, 

Where I shall meet the Barons and my King. [Exit 
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De Broc, De Tracy, De Brito, De Morville 

{passing). 

Eleakor. To the Castle ? 

De Broc. Ay I 

Eleanor. Stir up the King, the Lords I 

Set all on fire against him I 

De Brito. Ay, good Madam! [Exeunt, 

Eleanor. Fool t I will make thee hateful to thy King. 
Churl 1 I will have thee frighted into France, 

And I shall live to trample on thy grave. [Exit 


Scene 3. —The Same. 

De Broc, De Tracy, De Brito, De Morville 
(passing). 

FitzURSE. I hate him for his insolence to all. 

De Tracy. And I for all his insolence to her. 

De Brito. I hate him for I hate him is my reasbn, 
And yet I hate him for a hypocrite. 


Scene 4. —The Hall in Northampton Castle. 

On one side of the stage doors of an inner CounciUha^nber, 
half-open. At the bottom.^ the great doors of the 
Hall. Roger Archbishop op York, Foliot 
Bishop of London, Hilary op Chichester, 
Bishop of Hereford, Richard de Hastings 
{Grand PHor of Templars), Philip de Eleemosyna 
(the Poi>ds Almone^, and others. De Broc, Fitz¬ 
URSE, De BRixa, De Morville, De Tracy, and 
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other Barons assembled-—a fable before tJmn. JOHN 
OF Oxford, President of the Councih 

Enter Becket and HERBERT OF BOSHAM 

Becket. Where is the king ? 

Roger of York. Gone hawking on the Nenc, 

His heart so gall’d with thine ingratitude, 

He will not see thy face till thou hast sign’d 
These ancient laws and customs of the realm. 

Thy sending back the Great Seal madden’d him, 

He all but pluck’d the bearer’s eyes away. 

Take heed, lest he destroy thee utterly, 

Becket. Then shalt thou step into my place and sign. 
Roger of York. Didst thou not promise Henry to 
obey 

ThiJse ancient laws and customs of the realm ? 

Becket. Saving the honour of my order—ay. 

Customs, traditions,—clouds that come and go ; 

'Ipie cust^s of the Churchrare Peter’s rock. 

of York. Saving thine order! Saving thine 
I order, fhomas, 

ts black and white at once, and comes to nought. 

; .:|^ket. Roger of York, 

I\arjd,thou were yout^%*Theobald’s house, 

'f^fee did thy malice and thy calumnies 
E3^‘ mev&om the face of Theobald. 

Now I am Caiiterbury and thou art York. 

ROGER OF York. And is not York the peer of Canter- 
’ uburyi 

Oxford. Peax^^peacb, my lords I these 
• H.«customS'aremo: longer V. 

As' Ganterhhry»calls them, i|4s^d(bh|g, clouds. 

But by -the iKing’s conunait^iai^^rlcten down, ' 
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And by the King’s command I, John of Oxfoi*cl, 

The President of this Council, read them, 

Becket. Read f 

John of’ Oxford. “ If any cleric be accused of 
felony, the Church shall not protect him ; but he shall 
answer to the summons of the King’s court to be tried 
therein.” 

Becket, And that I cannot sign. 

John of Oxford. ^^When a bishoprick falls vacant, 
the King, till another be appointed, shall receive the 
revenues thereof.” 

Becket, And that I cannot sign. 

John of Oxford. “And when the vacancy is to be 
filled up, the King shall summon the chapter of that church 
to court, and the election shall be made in the Chapel 
Royal.” 

Becket. And that I cannot sign: for that would make 
Our island-Church a schism from Christendom, 

And weight down all free choice beneath the throne. 

Foliot. And was thine own election so canonical, 
Good father ? . . 

Becket. If it were not, Gilbert Foliot, 

I mean to cross the sea to France, and lay 
My crozier in the Holy Fktheria hands, 

And bid him re-create me, Gilbert Foliot. 

Foliot. Nay; by another of these customs thou 
Wilt not be suffer’d so to cross the seas 
Without the license of our lord the King. 

Becket. That, too, I cannot sign. 

De Broc, De Brito, De Tracy, Fit^urse, 

De Morville, clash of swords^ 

Sign and obey! 
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Becket. My lords, is this a combat or a council ? 

Are ye iny masters, or my lord the King ? 

; \ShouHng?[ Sign, and obey the crown I 
^fecK^T. The crown ? Shall I do less for Canterbury 
Than Henry for the crown ? 

De Broc. The King is quick to anger ; if thou anger 
him. 

We wait but the King’s word to strike thee dead^ 

Becket. Strike, and I die the death of martyrdom; 
"Strike, and ye set these customs by my death 
Ringing their own death-knell thro’ all the realm. 

Herbert. And Lean tell you, lords, ye are all ^ like 
To feHigCLiL fear in Thomas Becket’s heart 
a here’s form in a lion’s cave. 

OF Oxford. Ay, sheathe your swords, ye will" 
displease the King. 

: T)E Brgc L Wh^down then thou! but an he come to 
/ Saltwood, 

|py; ?dieath thou sKSlt^ stick him like a calf! 

[Sheathing his sword. 

iilLIVOT. *P my good lord, I do entreat thee—sign. 
>^ave ilie King^s honour her^ before his barons.* 

Philip de ELEEMOSwi^ lord, thine ear! I have 
the ear of the Pope.iiVjr*r 
Ae pray’d me to pray thee to pacify’* 

Tfey ; for if tho^ ljO'against thy King, 

Then must he likewise go against thy King, 

And thm thy King might join the Antipope, 

And that woul(Pshake the Papacy as it stands. 

Becket. If Rome be feeble, then should I be firm. 

■ 'RiiSara^'MAmNGs. [Kne^ing.l Becket," I anti 
■ffie W the ' 

r kiiew thy fathei'; he wo\3|4 ‘^njihe age 
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Had he lived now ; think of me as thy father ! 

Behold thy father kneeling to thee, Becket. 

Another Templar, [Kne^Hng.l Father, I am the 
youngest of the Templars, 

Look on me as I were thy bodily son, 

For, like a son, I lift my hands to thee. 

Philip, ’ Wilt thou hold out for ewer, Thomas Becket ? 
Dost thou not hear ? 

Becket. Why—there then—there—I sign, 

And swear to obey the customs, 

[Becket draws apart with Herbert. 
Herbert, Herbert, have I betray’d the Church ? 
ru have the paper back—blot out my name. 

Herbert. Too late, my lord: you see they are 
ing there, 

Becket, False to myself—^it is the will of God 
To break me, prove me nothing of myself! 

This Almoner hath tasted Henry’s gold. 

The cardinals have finger’d Henryk gold. 

And Rome is venal ev’n to rottenness. 

I see it, I see it. 

I am no sdldier, as he said—at l^t 
No leader. ^ 

F 9 LIOT. [From the My lord Archbishop, thou 

hast yet to seal. 

Becket. First, Foliot, let me 4te what I have sign’d, 

[Goes to the table. 

What, t]^s I and this—what I new and old together I 
Seal? If a seraph shouted from the sun, 

And bad me seal against the rights of the Church, 

I would ana^cmatise'him. I will not seal, 

[Exit with Herbert. 
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E 7 iter iCiNG Henry. 


Hjsjtry.- Where’s Thomas ? hath he sign’d ? show me 
* ^ the papers I 

Sign’d and not seal’d I How’s that ? 

John of Oxford. He would not seal. 

A.nd when he sign’d) he sat down there and grdan’d—: 

“ False to myself! It is the will of God ! ” 

Henry. God’s will be, what it will, the man shall seal, 
Qk I will seal his doom. My burgher’s son— 
if 4 canpot break him as the prelate, 

I’ll crtst^ him as the 1 subject. Send for him hack. 




Berthe nineteen 


' 071 his throne^ 

s of our realm of England, 
winters of King Stephen— 


k, reign which was no reign—I came, your King I ■ 

And 'event—our fallows till’d, 

^peopl^,d towns, a realm again. 

lJp^^^®fe}Sh4red ghastly murders done 
%f^Ei^e scum and olffal of the Church ; 

thro’ the.^^y of^,this realm, 

I came oli certain whole'^me 'u^Uges, 

day, 

Gnod l^ them written fair 

tO;«^ to you. 

And I can easily swear to these as 


^ ,The God’s will and ju^ce; yet 

. I, could bul read.^^ptart becaiise-*-- 

^ FifzxjRSE. llecause lord Canterbury--- 


Ifhis lord of Canterbury^^ 
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De Brito. As is his wont 

Too much of late whene’er your royal rights 

Are mooted in our councils- 

Fitzurse. —made an uproar. 

Henry. And Becket had my bosom on all this; 

If ever man by bonds of gratefulness— 

I raised him from the puddle of the gutter, 

Hoped, were he chosen Archbishop, Church and Crown, 
Two sisters gliding in an equal dance, 

Two rivers gently flowing side by side— 

But no I 

The bird that rnoults sings the same song again, 

The snake that sloughs comes out a snake again. 

God’s eyes ! I had meant to make him all Mt king. 
Chancellor-Archbishop, he might well have sway’d 
All England under Henry, the young King, 

When I was hence. What did the traitor say ? 

False to himself, but ten-fold faise to me 1 , " v * 

The will of God—^why, then it is my will— , 

Is he coming ? 

Hilary. [Enterinj:^.'] With a crowd of wotshippers, 
And holds his cross before him thrp’ the crowd 
As one that puts himself in sanctuary. 

Henry. His cross I 

Roger OF York. His cross I Pll front him, cross to 
cross. giOGEK OF York. 

Henry. His cross 1 it is the traitor that imputes 
Treachery to his King I 
It is not safe for me to look upon him. 

Away—with me I 

{Goes in with kis BARONS to the CounciUchamber^ 
the door of which is left open- 
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Enter Becket, holding his cross of silver before him. 

The Bishops come round him, 

Hereford. The King will not abide thee with thy 
cross. 

Permit me, my good lord, to bear it for thee, 

Being thy chaplain. 

Becket. No : it must protect me. 

Foliot. I am the Dean of the province; let me bear it 
Make not thy King a traitorous murderer. 

Bucket. Did not your barons draw their swords 
against me ? 

Enter ^iOOER of York, with his cross, advanci^tg to 
Becket. 

Becket. Wherefore dost thou presume to bear thy 
cross, 

A|aiit^ t£e solemn ordinance from Rome, 

Out province ? 

f York. Why dost thou presume, 

thy cross, to come before the King ? 

, Fa^icT. As Chancell^ tl^ou wast against the Church, 
Now as Archbishop goest against, the King ; 

For, like a fool, thou knoVst no middle way, 

Ay^ ajf IhPu^stmnger than the King ? 

‘ in mine own self, but Heaven ; 

^ ^ . 

To either fStnctipn, holding it; and thou 
Fast, sc^urg^f^lp^lf, 2 ^ mortify ■ thy flesh. 

I|ot spnfe^Ai^fcemainest Gilbert Foliot. 

Tnii what I say t# King. 

\Exeunt Merefor 4 Foliot, and other BISHOPS. 
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Roger of York, The Church will hate thee. 

{Exit. 

Becket. Serve my best friend and make him my 
worst foe; 

Fight for the Church, and set the Church against me! 

Herbert. To be honest is to set all knaves against 
thee. 

Ah ! Thomas, excommunicate them all! 

FITZU RSE. \lie-cnt€rmg?^ My lord, the King demands 
three hundred marks, 

Due from his castles of Berkhamstead and Eye 
When thou thereof wast warden. 

BECKET. Tell the King 

1 spent thrice that in fortifying his castles. 

De Tracy. \Rc-entcring.'\ My lord, the King demands 
seven hundred marks. 

Lent at the siege of Toulouse by the King. 

Becket. I led seven hundred knights and fought his 
wars. 

De Brito. \R€-cntenngP^ My lord, the King’demands 
five hundred marks, 

Advanced thee at his instance by the Jews, 

For which the King was bound security. 

Becket. I thought it was a gift; I thought it was a 
gift. 

Enter Loro Leicester {followed hy RboER of York, 
Hilary, Barons and Bishops). 

Leicester. My lord, I come unwillingly. The King 
Demands a strict account of all those revenues 
From all the vacant sees and abbacies, 

Which came into thy hands when Chancellor. 
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Becket. How much might that amount to, my lord 
Leicester ? 

Leicester. Some thirty—^forty thousand silver marks, 
Becket. Are these your customs ? Grant me but one 
day, 

To ponder these demands. 

Leicester. Hear first thy sentence I 

The King and all his lords- 

Becket. Son, first hear me ! 

Leicester, Nay, but hear thy judgment. 

The King and all his barons- 

Becket, Judgment! Barons ! 

Who but tjie, bridegroom dares to judge the bride, 

Or he the bridegroom may appoint ? Not he 
That is not of the house, but from the street 
Stain’d with the mire thereof. 


I will not stand 

By the Kiilg’s censure, make my cry to the Pope, 
By whom I will be judged ; refer myself, 

The these customs, all the Church, to him. 
And under his authority—I depart. 


\Gcing. 


' ^ De Brito, Fitzxjrse, De Tracy, and others 
{Jdnging wisps of rushes), 

De Brito, etc. Ay, go in peace, caitiff, caitiff! And 
tpj>,^^j^erjur^, prela^—.and that, turncoat shaveling I 
Tliere, there, fjiere J^^haitor, traitor, traitor! 

BECKETi- ".pCann^leis wolves I 

[Turning and facing' them, 
When^what ft shake at doth but seem to fiy, 

Trtij^jbst of cowarli, .ye follow with a yell. 
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Enter HERALD. 

Herald. The King commands you, upon pain of death, 
That none should wrong or injure your Archbishop. 

\Grcat doors of the Hall at the back open^ and 
discover a crowd. They shout: 

Blessed is he that cometh in the name of the Lord ! 

Becket. The voice of the Lord is in the voice of the 
People! 

The voice of the Lord will hush the hounds of Hell, 

That ever yelp and snarl at Holy Churchy 
In everlasting silence. 



ACT IL 


^ Scene i.—Rosamund’s Bower. A Garden of Flowers. 
In th4 midst a bank of wildflowers wit/i a bench 
before 

Enter Henry and Rosamund. 

Rosamund. My own true liege and lord! O Henry— 
husband— 

Be friends with him again—I do beseech thee. 

Henry. With Becket? I have but one hour with 
thee— 

Sceptre and crozier clashing, and the mitre 
Grappling the crown—and when I flee from this 
For a gasp of freer air, a breathing-while 
To rest upon thy bosom and forget him— 

Why thou, my bird, thou pipest Becket, Becket— 

Rosamund. Let there not be one frown in this one 
hour. 

Out of the many thine, let this be mine 1 

HmRY. WeU, web, no more of Pll send his folk. 
His kin, all his belongings, overseas ; 

Age, <Mrphans, and bsQpes-breasting mothers—all 

By hundreds to him—there to beg, starve, die_ 

I can strike him yet. 

Babes, orphans, mothers ! is that royal, 

gSre? 
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Henry. Traitress! 

Rosamund. A faithful traitress to thy royal fame. 
Henry. Fame I what care I for fame ? 

Fame of to-day is infamy to-morrow; 

Infamy of to-day is fame to-morrow; 

And round and round again. What matters ? Royal— 

I mean to leave the royalty of my crown 
Unlessen’d to mine heirs. 

Rosamund. Still—thy fame too: 

1 say that should be royal. 

Henry. And I say, 

I care not for thy saying. 

Rosamund. And I say, 

I care not for thy saying, 

Henry. Care dwell with me for ever, when I cease 
To care for thee as ever I ^ 

Rosamund. No need ! no need! . . . 

There is a bench. Come, will thou sit ? . , , My bank 
Of wild-flowers [he sits]. At thy feet 1 

[She sits at his feet 
Henry. I bad them clear 

A royal pleasaunce for thee, in the wood, 

Not leave these countryfolk at court, 

Rosamund. I brought them 

In from the wood, and set them here. I love them 
More than the garden flowers, that seem at most 
Sweet guests, or foreign cousins, not half speaking 
The language of the land. I love them too, 

Yes. But, my liege, I am sure, of all the roses-— 

Shame fall on those who gave it a dog’s name— 

This wild one [picking a bnar-rose\ —nay, I shall not prfck 
myself— 

Is sweetest. Do but smell! 



490 


BMCKET. 


Henry. Thou rose of the world 1 

Thou rose of all the roses !—thine 1 thine ! 

Rosamund. I know it 

Henry. \Muttering^ Not hers. We have but one 
bond, her hate of Becket. 

Rosamund. [Half hearmg?[ Nay! nay! what art thou 
muttering ? I hate Becket ? 

"My fault to name him 1 O let the hand of one 
To whom thy voice is all her music, stay it 
But for a breath. [Pu/s her hand before his lips. 

Speak only of thy love. 

There 1 wherefore dost thou so peruse it? Nay, 

There may be crosses in my line of life. 

Henry. No mate for her^ if it should come to that. 

Life on the hand is naked gipsy-stuff; 

Life on the face, the brows—clear innocence ! 

Vein’d marble-—not a furrow yet—and hers 

[Mutlering. 

Crost and recrost, a venomous spider’s web- 

Rosamund, \Springing up.'\ Out of the cloud, my 
’ ' Suh—out of the eclipse 

Narrowing my golden hour ! 

Henry. O Rosamund, 

I wotdd'be' true^would tell thee all—and something 
I had t0"say—I love thee none the less— 

Which wilV so vdx thee. 

'RosAmMD: ^ Something against 7ne ? 

Henry. No, no, against myself. 

Rosamund,' I will not hear it 

Come, come^ tnine hour! I bargain for mine hour. 

Geoffrey ^ 

CaU him! 

■^^Wnd. . . Geoffrey! 
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Henry. \Lookmg off.'\ How the boy grows ! 

Rosamund. Ay, and his brows are thine ; 

The mouth is only Clifford, my dear father. 

Geoffrey runs o?i, 

Geoffrey, My liege, what hast thou brought me ? 

Henry. Venal imp! 

What say’st thou to the Chancellorship of England ? 

Geoffrey. 0 yes, my liege. 

Henry. “ O yes, my liege! He speaks 

As if it were a cake of gingerbread. 

Dost thou know, my boy, what it is to be Chancellor 
of England ? 

Geoffrey. Something good, or thou wouldst not give 
it me, 

Henry. It is, my boy, to side with the King when 
Chancellor, and then to be made Archl^ishop and go 
against the King who made him, and turn the world 
upside down. 

Geoffrey. I won’t have it then. Nay, but give it me, 
and I promise thee not to turn the world upside down, 

Henry. [Owing him a ball^ Here is a ball, my boy, 
thy world, to turn any way and play with as thou wilt— 
which is more than I can do with xnine. Go try it, 
play. [Exit Geoffrey. 

A pretty lusty boy. 

Rosamund. So like to thee \ 

Like to be liker. 

Henry. Not in my chin, 1 hope ! 

That threatens double. 

Rosamund. Thou art manlike perfect, 

Henry. Ay, ay, no doubt; and were I huinpt behind, 
Thou’dst say as much—the goodly way of women 
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Who love, for which I love'them. May God grant 
No ill befall or him or thee when I 
Am gone. 

Rosamund, Is he thy enemy ? 

Henry. He ? who ? ay ! 

Rosamund. Thine enemy knows the secret of my 
bower. 

Henry. And I could tear him asunder with wild horses 
Before he would betray it. Nay—no fear! 

More like is he to excommunicate me. 

Rosamund. And I would creep, crawl over knife-edge 
flint 

Barefoot, a hundred leagues, to stay his hand 
Before he flash’d the bolt. 

Henry, And when he flash’d it 

Shrink from me, like a daughter of the Church. 

Rosamund. ■ Ay, but he will not. 

Henry. Ay 1 but if he did ? 

Rosamund. 0 then I O then 1 I almost fear to say 
That my poor heretic heart would excommunicate 
His excommunication, clinging to thee 
Closer than even 

Henry, [Reusing Rosamund and kissing herJ\ My 
brave-hearted Rose! ^ 

Ha^ he eYer bddQ to see thee ? 

Rosamund. Here ? not he. 

And it is so lonely here-^no confessor. 

Henry. Thou shalt confess all thy sweet sins to me. 
Ros^UND. * Brides, We came away in such a heat, 

I brought not eVn my crucifix. 

Henry, ra-, ..Take this. 

^pving her ike Cruoijix •which EleANOK 
gave Mm, 



JSrOTES, 


493 


Rosamund. O beautiful! May I have it as mine, till 
mine 

Be mine again ? 

Henry. {Throwing it round her md\] Thine—as I 
am—till death ! 

Rosamund. Death ? no! I’ll have it with me in my 
shroud, 

And wake with it, and show it to all the Saints. 

hlENRY. Nay—I must go ; for I must hence to brave 
The Pope, King Louis, and this turbulent priest. 

Rosamund. [ICneeiingl O by thy love for me, all 
mine for thee, 

Fling not thy soul into the flames of hell: 
i kneel to thee—be friends with him again. 

Henry. {Breaking off suddenly^ Let it content yon 
now 

There is no woman that I love so well. 

Rosamund. No woman but should be content with 
that— 

Henry. And one fair child to fondle ! 

Rosamund. O yes, the child 

We waited for so long—heaven’s gift at last— 

And how you doated on him then! To-day 
I almo.st fear’d your kiss was colder—yes— 

But then the child is such a child. What chance 
That he should ever spread into the man 
'Here in our silence ? I have done my best. 

I am not learn’d, 

Henry. I am the King, his father, 

And I will look to it. 

Rosamund. Must you go, my liege, 

So suddenly ? 

Henry. 1 came to England suddenly, 
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I needs must leave as suddenly. It is raining, 

Put on your hood and see me to the bounds. 

Look, look ! if little Geoffrey have not tost 
His ball into the brook ! makes after it too 
To find it. Why, the child will drown himself. 

Rosamund. Geoffrey ! Geoffrey ! [Exeunt 

Margery. {Singing behmd scene.'] 

Babble in bower 
Under the rose! 

Bee mustn’t buzz, 

Whoop—but he Imows. 

Kiss me, little one, 

Nobody near! 

Grasshopper, grasshopper, 

Wlioop—^you can hear. 

Kiss in the bower, 

Tit on the tree ! 

Bird mustn’t tell, 

Whoop—^he can see. 

Enfer Margery {chattering). 

, I ha’ been but a week here and I ha’ seen what I ha’ 
for to^ be sure it’s no more than a week since our old 
Father Philip that has confessed our mother for twenty 
years, and she was hard put to it, and to speak truth, nigh* 
at the end of our last crust, and that mouldy, and she cried 
dh 3|im to put me forth in the world and to make me a 
womanr bf world, and to win my own bread, whereupon 

he asked oar,mp^er if I could keep a quiet tongue i’ my 
h^^ and i|ot speak till I was spoke to, and I answered 
forinyself that h never spoke more than was needed, and 
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he told me he would advance me to the service of a great 
lady, and took me ever so far away, and the more shame 
to him after Jiis promise, into a garden and not into the 
world, and bad me whatever I saw not to speak one word, 
and I ha' seen what I ha’ seen, and what’s the good of 
my talking to myself, for here comes my lady [enfer 
Rosamund], and, my lady, tho’ I shouldn’t speak one 
word, I wish you joy o’ the King’s brother. 

Rosamund. What is it you mean ? 

Margery, I mean your goodman, your husband, my 
lady, for I saw your ladyship a-parting wi’ him even now i’ the 
coppice, when I was a-getting o’ bluebells for your ladyship’s 
nose to smell on—and I ha’ seen the King once at Oxford, 
and he’s as like the King as fingernail to fingernail, and I 
thought at first it was the King, only you know the King’s 
married, for King Louis- 

Rosamund. Married! 

Margery. Years and years, my lady, for her husband, 
King Louis- 

Rosamund, Hush! 

Margery. —And I thought if it were the King’s 
brother he had a better bride than the King, for the people 
do say that his is bad beyond all reckoning, and- 

Rosamund. The people lie. 

Margery. Very like, my lady, but most on ’em ki|oSv^ 
an honest woman and a lady when they see her, and besides 
they say, she makes songs, and that’s against her, for I 
never knew an honest woman that could make songs, tho’ 
to be sure our mother ’ill sing me old songs by the 
but then, God help her, she had ’em from her mother, and 
her mother from her mother back and back for ever so 
long, but none on ’em ever made songs, and tjjiey were all 
honest. ‘ * 
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Rosamund. Go, you shall tell me of her some other 
time. 

Makgery. There’s none so much to tejl on her, my 
lady, only she kept the seventh commandment better than 
some I know on, or I couldn’t look your ladyship i’ the face, 
and she brew’d the best ale in all Glo’ster, that is to say in 
her time when she had the “ Crown.” 

Rosamund. The crown! who ? 

Margery. Mother. 

Rosamund. I mean her whom you call—fancy—my 
husband’s brother’s wife. 

Margery. Oh, Queen Eleanor. Yes, my lady; and 
tho’ I be sworn not to speak a word, I can tell you all about 
her, if—H— ■ 

Rosamund. No word now. I am faint and sleepy. 
Leave me. Nay—go. I am in the dark. {Exit Margery, 
He charged me not to question any of those 
About me. Have I ? she questioned me, 

I have lived, poor bird, from cage to cage, and known 
Nothing but him—Chappy to know no more, 

So that he loved me—and he loves me—^yes. 

And hound me by bis love to secrecy 
Till his own time. 

Eleanor, Eleanor, have I 

^H^heard ill things of her in France ? Oh, she’s 
Queen of France. I see it^-^some confusion, 

Soma strange* mistake. I did not hear aright, 

Myself confused with parting from the King. 

'^h^N^wfeat her? he hinted of some her— 

Wheht heipKls*. here before^ 

Something.tha^twould displease me. Hath ha stray’d 
Fa^m love?s^ka». paith into the common hush, 

Ahdj Bfceing splotch’d, returns to his true rose, 
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Who hath not thorn enough to prick liim Tor it, 

Ev'n with a word ? 

I would not hear him. Nay—there’s more—there’s more 
“No mate for her, if it should come to that”— 

To that—to what ? 

0 God I some dreadful truth is breaking on me— 

Some dreadful thing is coming on me. 

[Efift'r Geoffrey. 

Geoffrey! 

Geoffrey. What are you crying for, when the sun 
shines ? 

Rosamund. Hath not thy father left us to ourselves ? 

Geoffrey. Ay, but he’s taken the rain with him. I 
hear Margery: I’ll go play with her. Geoffrey. 

Rosamund. Rainbow, stay, 

Cileam upon gloom, 

Bright as my dream, 

Rainbow, stay I 
But it passes away, 

Gloom upon gleam, 

Dark as my doom— 

O rainbow stay. 



ACT IIL 


Scene i. — Monfmiraih “ The Meeting of the KingsP 
Lotjis OF France, Crotvd in the distance, 

LoniS;’ Becket, my friend of friends! I must save 
him from my brother Henry—and I have asked him to 
meet the Archbishop here. Surely thrp! Henry’s savagery 
he and his friends would have starved in banishment but 
for my giving them food and home. Henry’s mood of 
wrath continues yet, and he has made York, in defiance 
of Canterbury, crown young Henry. Therefore our holy 
]^ecket keep^, the threat of the Pope over England. Now 
is the time to a If we steer well, young 

Henry, whom ^^ket lovS^^ will s«iEve our Becket’s and the 
Church’s ca^e> and^ ajl win yet be well 

Enter Henrv. 

Henry. Brother of France, what shall be done with 
Becket ? 

The holy Thomas! Brother, you have traffick’d 
imperoi: ind the Pope, between 
Antipope—a perilous game 
with God. 

; ^ - ■ Ay, ay, good brother, 

*niey call y^ th^ Monk-King. 


Who calls me ? she 
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That was my wife, now yours ? You have her Duchy, 

The point you aim’d at, and pray God she prove 
True wife to you. 

Henry. Tut, tut! did we convene 

This conference but to babble of our wives ? 

They are plagues enough in-door. 

Louis. Well, well, no more! I am proud of my 
“ Monk-King,” 

Whoever named me; and, brother, Holy Church 
May rock, but will not wreck, nor our Archbishop 
Stagger on the slope decks for any rough sea 
Blown by the breath of kings. Restore his kin. 

Reseat him on his throne of Canterbury, 

Be, both, the friends you were. 

Henry. The friends we were 1 

The world had never seen the like before. 

You are too cold to know the fashion of it. 

Well, well, we will be gentle with him, graciots 
1 Most gracious. 

[Voices from the Blessed be the 

Lprd Arlltbishop.’^ 

Enter B^ecket, after him^ John of ' O^CiFOR"£), Roger of 
York, Gilbert Foliot, De Broc, Fitzurse, etc, 

Only^ that the rift he made 
May close between us, here I am wholly king, 

The word should come from him. 

Becket. \KneeKng.'\ "Then, my 

I here deliver all this controversy 
Into your royal hands. 

Henry. Ah, Thomas, Thomas, 

Thou art thyself again, Thomas again. 

Becket. [Rising?^ Saving God’s hononr 1 . 
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Are the wrong’d innocences that will cry 
From all the hidden by-ways of the world 
In the great day against the wronger. 

Herbert. The King! 

Re-enter King HenRV. 

Henry. We have had so many hours together, Thomas, 
So many happy hours alone together, 

That I would speak with you once more alone. 

Becket. Send hack again those exiles of my kin 
Who wander famut^wasted thro’ the world. 

Henry. Have I not promised, mjyi, to send them hack? 
Becket. Yet one thing more. Thou hast l^roken thro' 
the pales 

Of privilege, crowning thy young son hy York, 

London, and Salisbmry-—not Canterbury. 

Henry. York crown’d the Conqueror—not Canterbury. 
BECKET. There was no Canterbury in William’s time, 
Henry. But Hetefbrd, you know, crown’d the first 
Henry. - * - ‘ :v m.> .r ^ 

Becket? Anselm crcrwn’Cj this Heniy o’er again. 
Henry, shUi'crown my Henry o’er again. 

BECKET.r ,ifed is it then with thy good-will that I 
Proceed agaiiiit thine evil councillors, 

And hurl tlae^ dread ban of the Church’ on those 
Who made'the second mitre play the'^first, 

Andacte^me? ; 

Henry. * Well, well, then—have thy way ! 

It may he they*were evil councillors. 

What &ore, my ted Archbishop ? What more, Thomas ? 

I make thee full "aridnds. Say all thy say, 

But blaze not out J^efore the Frenchmen here. 

Becket. More ?*Wt^ikigj so thy promise be thy deed. 
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Henry. Give me thy hand. My Lords of France and 
England, 

My friend of Canterbury and myself 
Are now once more at perfect amity. 

Unkingly should I be, and most unknightly, 

Not striving still, however much in vain, 

To rival him in Christian charity. 

And so farewell, until we meet in England. 

Becket, Farewell, my liege 1 

[Exit Henry, then the Barons and BISHOPS. 
Herbert. Did the King speak of \ht customs ? 
Becket. No! 

The State will die, the Church can never die. 

The King’s not like to die for that which dies ; 

But I must die for that which never dies. 

It will be so—my visions in the LordL 
And when my voice 

Is martyred mute, and this man disappears, 

That perfect trust may come again between us. 

The crowd are scattering, let us move away I 
And thence to England. 


Scene 2 .— Outside the Woods near Rosamund’s Botver, 
Eleanor. Fitzurse. 

Eleanor. Up from the salt lips of the land we two 
Have track’d the King to this dark inland wood ; 

And somewhere hereabouts he vanish’d. Here 
His turtle builds ; his exit is our adit: 

Watch I he will out again, and presently. " 

[A great horn winded, 
Hark 1 Madam! 


Fitzurse. 
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Eleanor. Ay, 

How ghostly sounds that horn in the black wood! 

\A Countrytnan flying. 

Whither away, man ? what are you flying from ? 

Countryman. The witch ! the witch! she sits naked 
by a great heap of gold in the middle of the wood, and when 
the horn sounds she comes out as a wolf. Get you hence! a 
man passed in there to-day * I liollaM to him, but he didn’t 
hear me; he’ll never out again, the witch has got him. 

I daren’t stay— I daren’t stay ! 

Eleanor. Kipd of the witch to give thee warning tho’. 

\Man flies. 

Is not this wood-witch of the rustic’s fear 
Our woodland Circe that hath witch’d the King? 

\HQm sounded. Another flying 
Fitzurse. Again! stay, fool, and tell me why thou 
fliest. 

Countryman. Fly thou too. The King keeps his 
forest head of game here, and when that horn sounds, a 
score of wolf-dogs are let loose that will tear thee piecemeal. 
Linger not till the third horn. Fly! [^Exit. 

Eleanor, This is the likelier tale. We have hit the 
place. Now let the King’s fine game look to itself. 

\Horn. 

Fitzurse. Again,!-— 

And far on in the dark heart of the wood 
I hiSJirth.ey'elphig of the hounds of hell. 

Eleanor. Lhave my dagger here to still their throats. 
FitZURW^*-^ Nay, Madam, not to-night—the night is 

? 

W ell—well—away. 

{Exit Fitzurse. 


be d^ne'lb^night 
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Geoffrey. [Coming out of the uuood.\ Light again ! 
light again! Margery? no, that’s a finer thing there. 
How it glitters 1 

Eleanor. Come to me, little one. How earnest thou 
hither ? 

Geoffrey. On my legs. 

Eleanor. And mighty pretty legs too. Thou art the 
prettiest child I ever saw. Wilt thou love me ? 

Geoffrey. No ; I only love mother. 

Eleanor. Ay ; and who is thy mother ? 

Geoffrey. They call her- But she lives secret, 

you see. 

Eleanor. Why ? 

Geoffrey. Don’t know why. 

Eleanor. Ay, but some one comes to see her now 
and then. Who is he ? 

GeoffreV. Can’t tell. 

Eleanor. What does she call him ? 

Geoffrey. My liege. 

Eleanor. Pretty one, how earnest thou ? 

Geoffrey. There was a bit of yellow silk here and 
there, and it looked pretty like a glowworm, and I thought 
if I followed it I should find the fairies. 

Eleanor. I am the fairy, pretty one, a good fairy to 
thy mother. Take me to her. 

Geoffrey. There arc good fairies and bad fairies, and 
sometimes she cries, and can’t sleep sound o’ nights because 
of the bad fairies. 

Eleanor. She shall cry no more ; she shall sleep 
sound enough if thou wilt take me to her. I am her good 
fairy. 

Geoffrey. But you don’t hwk like a good fairy. 
Mother does. You arc not pretty^, like mother. 



5 q 6 


BECKET. 


Eleanor. We can’t all of us be as pretty as th 
art— [asiWe] little bastard. Show me where thou cam< 
out of the wood. 

Geoffrey. By this tree; but I don?t know if I ci 
find the way back again. \Exeta 


Scene 3 .—Rosamund’s Bower. 

Rosamund. The boy so late; pray God, he be not los 
I sent this Margery, and she comes not back; 

I sent another, and she comes hot back. 

I go myself—so many alleys, crossings, 

Paths^ avenues—nay, if I lost him, now 
The folds have fallen from the mystery, 

And left all naked, I were lost indeed. 

Enter Geoffrey and Eleanor. 

Geoffrey, the pain thou hast put me to! 

■ Eleanor 

: Ha, you! 

How came you hither ? 

Eleanor. Your own child brought me hither 

Geoffrey. You said you couldn’t trust Margery, anc 
I watched her and followed her into the woods, and I los’ 
her and went oh and on till 1 found the light and the lady 
and ,she says she can make you sleep 0 ’ nights. 

.Rosamund. ,How dared you? Know you not this 
bower is secret, 

Of, and beloiiging to the IQng of England, 

Mo^e sacred' than. his forests for the . chase ? 

Nay, nay, Heaven help you; get you hence in haste 
hesh worse befall, you, - , - 

Eleanor. ,, i0hild, I am niine own self 
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Of and belonging to the King. The King 
Hath divers ofs and ons, ofs and belongings, 

Almost as many as your true Mussulman— 

Belongings, paramours, whom it pleases him 
To call his wives ; but so it chances, child, 

That I am his main paramour, his sultana 
But since the fondest pair of doves will jar, 

EVn in a cage of gold, we had words of late, 

And thereupon he call’d my children bastards. 

Do you believe that you are married to him ? 

Rosamund. I should believe it. 

Eleanor, You must not believe it, 

Because I have a wholesome medicine here 
Puts that belief asleep. Your answer, beauty ! 

Do you believe that you are married to him ? 

Rosamund, Geoffrey, my boy, I saw the ball you lost 
in the fork of the great willow over the brook. Go. See 
that you do not fall in. Go. 

Geoffrey, And leave you alone with the good fairy. 
She calls you beauty, but I don’t like her looks. 

Rosamund, Go. \Exif Geoffrey. 

Eleanor. He is easily found again. Do you believe it ? 
I pray you then to take my sleeping-draught; 

But if you should not care to take it—see 1 

\prmius a dagger. 

What 1 have I scared the red rose from your face 
Into your heart. But this will find it there, 

And dig it from the root for ever. 

Rosamund. Help! help I 

Eleanor. They say that walls have ears; but these, 
it seems, 

Have none I and I have none—to pity thee. 

Rosamund. I do beseech you—my child is so young. 



BECKST. 


508 

I am not so happy I could not die myself, 

But the child is so young. You have children—his ; 

And mine is the King’s child ; so, if you love him— 

Nay, if you love him, there is great wrong clone 
Somehow; but if you do not—there are those 
Who say you do not love him—let me go 
With my young boy, and God will be our guide, 

And I will beg my bread along the world. 

I never meant you harm in any way. 

See, I can say no more. 

Eleanor. Will you not say you are not married to 
him? 

Rosamund. Ay, Madam, I can say it, if you will. 
Eleanor. Then is thy pretty boy a bastard ? 
Rosamund. No. 

Eleanor. And thou thyself a proven wanton } 

, Rosamund. No. 

I am none such. I never loved but one. 

I have heard of )such that range from love to love, 

Like the wild beast—^if you can call it love. 

I have heard of such—^yea, even among those 
Wlio sit on thrones-r-I never saw any such. 

Never knew any such, and howsoever 

You do misname me, match’d with any sUch, / 

I am snow to mud. 

Eleanor < The more the pity then 
That thy true home—^the heavens—cry out for thee 
Who art too pure for earth. 

Fitzurse. 

FirzuRSE. Give her to me. 

Eleanor. The Judas-lover of our, passion-play 
Hath track’d ^ us hither. . 
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FiTZliRSE. Well, why not ? I follow’d 

You and the child: he babbled all the way. 

Give her to me to make my honeymoon. 

Eleanor. No ! 

1 follow out my hate and thy reveng-e. 

Fit:ziTRSE. You bad me take revenge another way— 

To bring her to the dust. . . . Come with me, love, 

And I will love thee. . . . Madam, let her live. 

I have a far-off burrow where the King 
Would miss her and for ever. 

Rosamund. Give me the poison ; set me free of him! 

[Eleanor qffe7's the maL 

No, no 1 1 will not have it. 

Eleanor. Then this other, 

The wiser choice, because my sleeping-draught 
May bloat thy beauty out of shape, and make 
Thy body loathsome even to thy child ; 

While this but leaves thee with a broken heart, 

A doll-face blanch’d and bloodless, over which 
If pretty Geoffrey do not break his own. 

It must be broken for him. 

Rosamund, 0 I see now 

Your purpose is to fright me—a troubadour 
You play with words. You had never used so many, 

Not if you meant it, I am sure. The child . . . 

No . ^ • mercy 1 No I [Kneels. 

Eleanor. Play! . . . that bosom never 

Heaved under the King’s hand with such true passion 
As at this loveless knife that stirs the riot, 

Which it will quench in blood I Slave, if he love thee, 

Thy life is worth the wrestle for it: what’s here ? 

By very God, the cross I gave the King 1 
His village darling in some lewd caress 
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Has wheedled it off the King’s neck to her own. 

By thy leave, beauty. Ay, the same ! Fitzurse, 

The running down the chase is kindlier sport 
Ev’n than the death. Take tliy one chance ; 

Catch at the last straw. Kneel to thy lord Fitzurse ; 

Crouch ^ven because thou hatest him ; fawn upon him 
For thy life and thy son’s. 

Rosamund, [Rising,] I am a Clifford, 

My son a Clifford and Plantagenet. 

I am to die then, tho’ there stand beside thee 
One who might grapple with thy dagger, if he 
Had aught of man, or thou of woman; or I 
Would bow to such a baseness as would make me 
Most worthy of it: both of us will die, 

Strike I 

I challenge thee to meet me before God. 

Answer me there. 

Eleanor, [Raising the dagger.] This in thy bosom, 
fool, 

And after in thy bastard’s 1 

* 

Enter Becket^^^z Mind. Catches hold of her arm. 

. Murderess I 

[The dagger faUs; they stare at 07ie a^iother. 
; . After a pause. 

Eu^NOI^. J(Iy lord, we. know you proud of your fine 
But having now admired it long, enough, 

We find.thfit it,.is mightier than it ^eems—- 

At least is itrailer: you are laming it. 

Becket. And maim’d to dislocation, better 

Than raised to take m H^nry bad me 
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Guard from the stroke that dooms thee after death 
To wail in deathless flame. 

Eleanok* My lord Fitzurse. 

Becket. He too ! what dost thou here ? 

G 05 lest I blast thee with anathema 
And make thee a world's horror. 

FlTZURSE.^ My lord, I shall 

Remember this. 

BECKET. I do remember thee. [Exd Fitzurse 
[ 7b Eleanor] Take up your dagger; put it in the sheath! 
[7b Rosamund] Daughter, the world hatli trick’d thee, 
leave it, daughter. 

Come thou with me to Godstow nunnery. 



ACT IV. 


Scene i.— Castle in Normandy. King^s Chamber. 

HiNRY, Roger of York, Foliot; Jocelyn of 
Salisbury. 

• u 

Roger of York. Nay, nay, my liege, 

He rides abroad with armed followers, 

Curseii and anathematised us right and left, 

Stirrid up a party there against your son— 

Henry. Roger of York, you always hated him, 

Even when you both were boys at Theobald’s. 

Roger of York. I always hated boundless arroganc 
Henry. I cannot think he moves against my son, 
Knowing right well with what a tenderness 
He loved my son. 

Roger of York. Before you made him king, 
Crowning thy young son by York, 

London, and Salishur)^—not Canterbury. 

Henry. God’s eyes, for that I made him full amends, 
Told him that he should crown my Henry o’er again. 
What would ye have me do ? 

Roger of York. Summon your barons; take the 
counsel: yet 

I know—could swear—as long as Becket breathes, 

Your Grace will never have one quiet h^r. - 
512 



NOTES. 


513 


Henry. What ? . . . Ay . . . but pray you do not 
work upon me. 

I see your drift ... it may be so . . . and yet 
You know me easily anger’d. Will you hence ? 

He shall absolve you . . . you shall have redress. 

I have a dizzying headache. Let vm rest* 

I’ll call you by and by. 

[Exeunt Roger of York, Foliot, Jocelyn 
OF Salisbury, 

Would he were dead 1 I have lost all love for him. 

If God would take him in some sudden way— 

Would he were dead. 

De Tracy. [Entenng-,’] My liege, the Queen of 
England. 

V. Henry. God’s eyes ! 

Enter Eleanor. 

Eleanor, Of England ? Say of Aquitaine. 

I am no Queen of England. I had dream’d 
I was the bride of England, and a queen. 

Henry, And,—while you dream’d you were the bride 
of England,— 

Stirring her baby-king against me ? ha I 

Eleanor. I dream’d I was the consort of! king, 

Not one whose back his priest has broken. 

The brideless Becket is thy king and mine. 

Henry. Methought I had recovei^ of the Becket. 
What game, what juggle, what deviky are' you playing ? 
Why do you thrust this Becket on ? 

^Eleanor. Why ? for I arn true and have’my fears 
L^t Becket thrust you even from your throne* ' 

D^^you know this cross, my liege? 

Henry. [Turning Ms Aead,] Away! Not I. 

2 L 
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Eleaj^OR. Not ev’n the central diamond, worth, 1 think, 
Half of the Antioch whence I had it. 

Henry. That ? 

Eleanor. I gave it you, and you your paramour; 

She sends it back, a? being dead to earth, 

^|o dead henceforth fo' you, 

Henry. Dead 1 you have murder’d her, 

Found out her secret bower and murder’d her. 

Eleanor. Your Becket knew the secret of your bower. 
Henry. [CalUng out.l Ho there ! thy rest of life is 
hopeless prison. 

Eleanor, First, free thy captive from her hopeless 
prison. 

Will you l>ave this again ? 

{Offering the cross. He clashes it down, 
St. Cupid, that is too irreverent. 

Then mine once more. {Puts it on. 

Your cleric hath your lady. 

Hath used the full authority of his Church 
To put her into Godstow nunnery. 

. Henry. To put her into Godstow nunnery! r 
He dared not—liar! yet^ yet I remember— 
i^ifimber. 

He'^^.ipo put her into a nunnery— 

Iito Godstow, injjQ HfiUstow, Devilstow I 
Eleanor. Ahaf 

^ ^ I ^ i^0er t^Jour Knjghts. 

Henry. fools ^ , 

t^yf^bjieajd has kick’d his King i 
The dog I with dainries womed me 1 ., 

The fellow that on a lame jad«e came to cc^, 

A tagged <lbak fqf -s^dle^he,' he, 
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Pll have her out again, he shall absolve 
The bishops—they but did my will—not you— 

Sluggards and fools, why do you stand and stare ? 

You are no King’s men—you—you—you are Becket’s 
men. 

4' 

Down with King Henry ! up with the Archbishop I , 

Will no man free me from this pestilent priest ? 

[T/te Knights draw their swords. 
Eleanor. Are ye King’s men? I am King’s woman, h 
The Knights. King’s men ! King’s men 1 

Scene 2.— A Room in Canterbury Monastery. 

Becket and John of Salisbury. ' 

, John of Salisbury. Thomas, I would th9u hadst 
return’d to England 

' With more of olive-branch and amnesty 
]R^6r foes at home. Thou hast raised the world against thee. 
Becket. Why, John, my kingdom is not of this wprl<|. 

Enter ROSAMUND. 

Rosamund. Can I speak 'Cvith you 
A.lone, my father ? 

Becket. Come you to confess ? 

. Rosamund. Not now. 

Becket. Then speak; this is my othey self, 

Who like my conscience never lets me be. 

Ro^MUND. I know him; our good John of Salisbury.* 
Becket. Breaking already from thy noyjciate. 

Xu plunge into this bitter world again-— 

These wells of Marah. I am grieved, my daughter. 
i thought that I had made a peace for thee. 
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Rosamund. Small peace was mine in my noviciate, 
father. 

Thro’ all closed doors a dreadful whisper crept 
That thou wouldst excommunicate the King. 

lord, you have no| excommunicated him 1 
ph, if you have; absolve him ! 

Becket. ■ Daughter, daughter, 

Deal not with thin^'yhu know not 

Rosamund. I know him. 

John of Salisbury. ' No, daughter, you mistake our 
good Archbishop; 

He thought to excommunicate him—Thomas, 

You could not—old affection master’d you, 

.^op falter’d into tears. 


, Rosamund. God bless him for it 

BEcktiT. ’ Nay, iliake me not a woman, John of Salisbury, 
Nor make me traitor to my holy office. 

Did not a man’s voice ring along the aisle, 

"The sick 4hd almost unto death.” • ' 

fibw'could I excomititinicate him then ? 



tnd. And wilt thou excommunicate him now ? 
Daughter, my time is short, I shall not do it, 
;lt loilger:L^eftt_i should not do it. 

" rND. Thanks in this life, and in the life to 
come. 


Get thee back to thy nurinery with all haste 
^ trespass. But one question— 

? 


W thy ptie^ boy, 'the little Geoffrey 


Becket. - ; jg 

RokA^tjite; "^ti^ei^ the King; 
Becket; ' 


marvellfp^sly: like thee. 


No, ^daufihter. 
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Rosamund. 

He will be very king. 

Becket. Ev’n so: but think not of the King: fare¬ 
well ! 

Rosamund. My lord, the city is full of armed men. 
Becket. Ev’n so; farewell! , . 

Rosamund. but pass to vespers 

And breathe one prayer for my Uege-lorA the King^, 

His child and mine own soul, and so retipp^. 

Becket. Pray for me too : much need of prayer^ha^^^e I. 

[Rosamund kneels and goes, 

John of Salisbury. What noise was that ? 

Becket. I once was out with Henry in the days 
When Henry loved me, and we came upon 
A wild-fowl sitting on her nest, so still . 

I reached my hand and touch'd \ sl^ did not stir; 

The snow had frozen round her, and she sat 
Stone-dead upon a heap of ice-cold eggs. ' 

Laokl how this love, this mother, runs thro' all 
T|;^e^world Cod made—even the beast-r-the hirdt. 

John of Salisbury. Ay, still a lover of th§*?^^^ai|i 

bird? * 

But these arm'd men—will you not hide yoursepc 
‘Becket. There was a little fair-hair'd Norm^^ 

Lived in my mother’s house: if Rosan^u»d is 
The world's rose, as her name imports her—she^ 

Was the world’s lily. 

John. OF Salisburv. Ay, and wkat of her ? 

Becket. She died of leprosyi ^ 

John of Salisbury. • I toow not w y 

You call these old things hack again, my lord. ‘ 

. . B®CK:i^l.The drowning man, they say, reme 
The^hances of his life, just ere he dies. 
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John of Salisbury. Ay—but these arm’d men—will 
yotc drown yourself 1 
He loses half the meed of martyrdom 
Who will be martyr when he might escape. 

Becket. What day of the week ? Tuesday ? 

John of Salisbury. Tuesday, my lord. 

Becket. On a Tuesday was I born, and on a Tuesday 
Baptized; and on A Tuesday came to me 
The ghostly warning of my martyrdom ; 

And on a Tuesday--^—- 

Tracy entersy then Fitzurse, Dk Brito, and 
De Morville. Monks following. 

—on a Tuesday-Tracy 

A long silencey broken by FiTZURSE, sayingy 
contemftuouslyy 

God help thee I 

My lord, we bring a message from the King 
Beyond the water; will you have it alone, 

Or with these listeners near you ? 

BEGKEJt .. As you will. 

Fitzurse. Nay, as you will. 

^ Bucket. Nay, as you will, 

of Salisbury, Why then 

Better perhaps to speak with them apart. 

Let us witjidraw. 

{All go out except the four KnioHTS and BECKET. 
Fitzurse. We are all alone with him. 

Shall I not smite him with his own cross-staff ? 

De Morville. No, look I the door is open : let him 
be. 

Fitzurse. The King condemns your excommunicat¬ 
ing— 
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Becket. This is no secret, but a public matter. 

In here again! 

[John of Salisbury and Monks return. 
Now, sirs, the King’s commands! 
Fitzurse. The King commands you to absolve the 
bishops 

Whom you have excommunicated 
Becket. I ? 

Not I, the Pope. Ask him fot absolution. 

Fitzurse. But you advised the Pope. 

Becket. ^ And so I did. 

They have but to submit. 

The Four Knights. The King commands you. 

We are all King’s men. 

' Becket. King’s men at least should know 

That their own King closed with me last July 
That I should pass the censures of the Church 
On those that crown’d young Menry in this realm, 

And trampled on the rights of Canterbury. 

Fitzurse. What! dare you charge the King with 
treachery ? 

Becket. I spake no word of treachery, Reginald 
Nay, you yourself were there : you heard yourself; - 
Fitzurse. I was not there. 

Becket* I you there. 

Fitzurse. ^ not. 

Becket. You were. I never forget anything. 
Fitzurse. He makes the King a traitor, me a liaa»^ 
How long shall we forbear him? [Kit^hts crowd r(mnd. 

Becket. Ye think to scar© me from rtiy loyalty 
To God and to the Holy Father- Nol 
Tho’ all the swords in England flash’d above me 
Ready to fall at Henry’s word or yours— 
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Tho’ all the loud-lung'd trumpets upon earth 
Blared from the heights of all the thrones of her kings, 
Blowing the world against me, I would stand 
Clothed with the full authority of Rome, 

Maird in the perfect panoply of faith, 

First of the foremost of their files, who die 
For God, to people heaven in the great day 
When God makes up His jewels. 

De Morville. . \ Know you not 

You have spoken to the peril of 3^oiir life ? 

Becket. As I shall speak again. 

Fitzurse, De Tracy, and De Brito. To arms! 

, [T/uy msh out^ De Morviixe Ungers, 
Becket. De Morville, 

I had thought so well of you ; and even now 
You seem the least assassin of the four. 

Oh, do not damn yourself for company ! 

Is it too late for me to savefjfnur soul ? 

I pray you for one moment stay and speak. 

De Morville, JBecket, it is too late. \Exit, 

Becket. Is it too late? 

Too late on earth may be too soon in hell, 

Knights,' \ln the distmce^ Close the great gate—ho, 
there—upon the tow^ i „ 

Becketts Retainers. • Shut the hall-doors. [A Jfause, 
... John OF Salisbury. You should have taken counsel 
with your friends 

Eelore these bandits brake into your presence. 

They seek.^yau ^naake—occasion for your death. 

Becket. ! My counsel is already taken, , John. 

I am prepared to die. 

John of We are sinners all, 

The best of all not aljrprepared to die. 
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Becket. God’s will be done ! 

John oi*’ Salisbury. Ay, well. God’s will be done ! 
Grim. \R€-entcn?i^,'\ My lord, the knights are arming 
in the garden 
Beneath the sycamore. 

Becket. Good ! let them arm. 

Grim. And one of the De Brocs is with them, Robert, 
ThP apostate monk that was with Randulf here. 

He knows the twists and turnings of the place. 

Becket. No fear I 

Grim. No fear, my lord. 

[Crashes mi the hall-doors. The Monks fiec. 
Becket, Our dovecote flown ! 

I. cannot tell why monks should all be cowards. 

John of Salisbury. Take refuge in your own cathe¬ 
dral, Thomas. 

Becket, Do they not fight the Great Fiend day by 
day ? 

Valour and holy life should go together. / ; 

Why should all monks be cowards ? 

John of Salisbury. Are they so ? 

I say, take refuge in your own cathedral. , , 

[Bell rings for vesfers till end cf s^ene. 
Grim. Vespers are beginning* 

You should attend the office, give them heart. 

They fear you slain : they dread they know not what 
Becket, Ay, monks, not men. 

Grim. I am a monk, nty lord. 

Perhaps, my lord, you wrong us. 

Some would stand by you to the death. 

Becket. Your pardon. 

John of Salisbury. He said, “Attend the office.” 
Becket. Attend the office ? 
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Why then—The Cross !—who bears my Cross before me ? 
Methought they would have brain’d me with it, John. 

[Grim takes it. 

Grim. 11 Would that I could bear thy cross indeed ! 
Becket. The Mitre 1 

John of Salisbury. Will you wear it ? there ! 
Becket. The Pall 1 

I go to meet my King I \Pufs on the palL ExeUnt, 


Scene 3 . — North Transept of Canterbury CathedraL On 
the right hand a flight of steps leading to the Choir, 
another fiight on the left, leading to the North Aisle. 
Winter dfiemoo 7 i slowly darkening. MONKS heard 
chanting the service. Rosamund kneeling. 

Rosamund. ’ O blessed saint, 0 glorious Benedict,— 
These arm’d men in the citj^, these fierce faces— 

Thy holy follower fbuhded Canterbury— 

Save that dear head which how is Canterbury, 

Save him, h0 Saved my life, he saved my child, 

Save him, his blood wohld darken Henry’s name ; 

Sav6 him till all as saintly as thyself 
He miss the searching flath^ of purgatory. 

And pass at otlce perfect td PataSiSe. 

’ \NQise of Heps and voices in the cloisters. 
Hark! Is it they ? Coming 1 He is not here— 
ydt, hehYeh. O save him I 

[Goes up steps leading to choir. 

Becket (mto^ng^ forced along by John of Salisbury 

mdG(Rm). 




No, I tell you ! 
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1 cannot bear a hand upon my person, 

Why do you force me thus against my will ? 

Grim. My lord, we force you from your enemies. 
Becket. As you would force a king from being crown’d. 

[Service stojfs. Monks come down from the 
stairs that had to the choir. 

Monks. Here is the great Archbishop! He lives! 

he lives ! ^ 

Becket. Back, I say 1 
Go on with the office. Shall not Heaven be served 
Tho’ earth’s last earthquake clash’d the minster-bells, 

And the great deeps were broken up again, 

And hiss’d against the sun ? [Noise in the cloisters. 

Monks. The murderers, hark I 

Let us hide 1 let us hide! 

Becket. What do these people fear ? 

Grim. Those arm’d men in the cloister. 

Becket. Be not such cravens t 

I will go out and meet them. 

Grim and others. Shut the doors 1 
We will not have him slain before bur face. 

[They close the doors of the transept. 
Knocking. 

TXy, fly, my lord, before they burst the doors! 

[Knocking. 

Becket. Why, these are our own monks who follow’d 
us I 

And will you bolt them out, and have them slain ? 
tJndo the doors : the church is not a castle : 

Stand by, make way 1 

[Opens the doors. Enter MoNKS from cloister. 
Monks. A score of knights all arm’d with swords and 
axes— 
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To the choir, to the choir 

[Monks divide^ part flying by the stairs on the 
rights part by those on the left. The rush 
of these last bears Becket along 'with 
them some way tip the stepSy where he is 
left standing alone. ' 

JOH^T OF S^I^ISBURY. No, to thc ciypt 1 

Griisi. To the crypt ? no—no, 

To the chapel of St. Blaise beneath the roof! 

BECitiplT. Oh, no, not, either way, nor any way 
Save by that way which leads thi-o' night to light. 

Enter theJou¥ Knights. John of Salisbury flies to 
f^the altar of St. Benedict, 

Fitzurse. Here, here, King^s men I 
: , \Catches hold of the last flying MONK. 

Where is the traitor Becket? 
,^qKET. " Here. 

No traitor to the King, but Pries^v^of God, 

Primate of England. \pescending into the transept, 

,1 am he ye seek. 

What would ye have of me ? 

Fitzurse, , Your life. 

Pe Tracy. , , Your life. , 

,^.Pe Morvii^e. Save that you will absolve the bishops. 

. .Becket* .. Never,— 

Except they make submission to the Church, 

You had n^y.answer, tq that ,cry before. 

Pe MorYill^ Why,, then yqu are a dead man ; dee ! 
Becket. I will not 

I readier ^ain, ,than ^hou tp slay. 

.know ,w^l thou h^tbut half a boart 
To bathe this sa^ed pavement with my blood. 
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God pardon thee and these, but God's full curse 
Shatter you all to pieces if ye hami 
One of my flock! 

FirzuRSE. Seize hum and carry him ! 

Come witti us—nay—thou art our prisoner—come! 

[Fitzurse lays hold of the ARCH¬ 
BISHOP'S fall , 

Becket. Bfown I 

[ Throws him headlong'. 
De Morville. Ay, make him prisoner, do ifot harm 
the man. 

Fitzurse, [Adva 7 tces with dranvn sword,} I told thee 
that I should remember thee 1 
Becket. Profligate pander! '' , 

Fxtzurse. Do you hear that ? strike, strike' 

[Strikes ike ARCHBISHOP, and wund^ 
him in the forehead, 

Becket. [Covers his eyes •with his hand.} I dof-com¬ 
mend my cause to God. 

Fitzurse. Strike him, Tracy \ 

Rosamund. [Rushing down steps from the choirl} No, 
No, No, No ! 

Mercy, mercy, , 

As. you would hope for mercy, 

Fitzurse. , Strike, I say* 

Grim. O God, O noble knights, O sacrilege! 
Fitzurse. " Strike! 

De Tracv. There is my answer then, 

[Sword falls on Crim'S arm,^ and glanced 
from it^ wounding Becket. 

De Brito. This last to rid thee of a world of brawls! 
Becket. [Falling on his knees.} Into Thy hands', 0‘ 
J^ord—into Thy hands!- [Sinksprone. 
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De Brito. The traitor’s dead, and will arise no more. 

[De Brito, tXE Tracy, Fitzurse, rush out^ 
crying Kin^s 7ne7i/^' De Morville 
follows slowly. Flashes of lightning tkrd 
the Cathedral?' ROSAMUND seen k7teeHng 
by the body of Becket. 

^ [A tremendous thunderstorm actually broke over the Cathedral as 
the murderers were leaving it. 

Mr. Walter iPpllocfc records in his Impressions of Irving, p. 138 : 

As regards Bechet, I have said before that the play and the part had 
a strange influence over Irving. It was not to me, but to my wife, 
that he once said that no dramatic poetry and no character had ever 
so influenced him. . . . ^^You knovir,’ my wife said, * that people talk 
of your having “ niade” the play.’. His reply was emphatic, * No, 
no, ’ he said, " the play made me. It changed my whole view of 



NOTES ON THE FALCON. 


17. The Falcon. [First published in 1884 .—Ed,] 
Founded on a story in Boccaccio (the ninth 
novel of the fifth day of the X>ecameron\ and 
produced by Mr. and Mrs. Kendal at the 
St. James’ Theatre, who played it for sixty- 
seven nights. 

[Hazlitt first suggested the story as suitable 
for stage treatment. Fanny Kemble called the 
play “ an exquisite little idyll in action like 
one of A, de Musset’s. Mrs. Brotberton 
writes to me: “ Well do I remember your 
father reading The Falcon to me (still in MS.), 
in a little attic at Farringford. The ivy out¬ 
side was blowing against the casement like 
pattering rain, all the time. When he had 
j^nished he softly closed the simple ^s6py* 
book I it was Written in, and said softly, 
^ Stately and tender, isn’t it ? ’ exactly as if he 
were commenting on another man’s work-r— 
and no more just comnvent could hawe come 
from the whole world of criricSi**—E d.^ 
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notes on the foresters/ 


By the Editor. 

[]’#li|T:xESr eleven years before publication it rSSi. 
Mrst published and performed in 1892. 

On March 25 th The Foresters wa$ produced at 
“York by Daly, the incidental mi;s|c being by Sir 
SuBivan. It gave my father great pleasjare to 
American people were “appreciative of 

beauty,^ and Specially of the songs ^nd of &e 
sayings about life in which tlie wi^'dlapd play ^ab^onds”^ 
'Thp houses were -packed and the play h^da 4£>n|^(|i,^ 
most successful run. 

- Before ,the production iny -fa^^er wrote tp'D^ly: 

I wish you all success with my Skk ^aid 
From what I know of Reh^/L am 

sii>^‘ sthat she. will play her part,. ^ p^ri^ctjon, 
ccjrtain tha^ under your ra|nag(|^nt,Jv|^h tljj^ iaS 
one sp^ popular #s Sir Artiir. Sulbyanf.^h, < 
j^hiomed - after the old deigns 
;%ith the woodland scenes t|iken Itpm 
’Ipi^imtiful pictures of the -§yierwood m 

^f^rpduced to advantage both in Amen^i^ 

* J^ett 
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THE FORESTERS, 


I am told that your company is good, and that Mr. Jefferson 
once belonged to it. When he was in England, I saw 
him play Rip Van IVinkle, and assuredly nothing could 
* have been better. 

With all cordial greetings to my American friends, 1 
remain faithfully yours, Tknnyson. 


And jrecwed the follgwing from Miss Ada Rehan : 

Let me add my congratulations to the many on the 
success of ' Foresters. I cannot tell you how de- 

ligh^i totras y^^^on , I felt and from the first, the joy 
it was gmng itb Its charm is felt by 

all. ^ Let yoti fof myself for the honour of 

playings J;bur M'eddl Marian^ which I have learned to 
^ plKying iie part I feel all its beauty 
sweetness, V^hich make me' feel for the 
a better woman. I^am indeed proud 
'^Sfe^t'suajs^ »j«%r sal^e as well own. 

now one weel^ old, and each audience 
ibeen largOr than the last and'^il^as sympathetic as 

) wrote; 



ete-i^^^yto the Johns Hopkins Uniirersity 

to give, 1 

e- Mf '^esiers at ^ugustih Daly’s 
of nMetate si^, was 

engaged*'nsy'seat"'by 

no 'teseriiblance,* in 
"I'^'lhe ideal sjSectator, the 

T- t" the ^ay-bill which-, j Send 

f th«.post.» I wa5.arh*ly cotnpressed and squalfd 
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k\ a back seat, amid a seething mass of humanity, 
I saw the play very well. It was very cordially 
was well acted, 1 thought, especially by Ada 
and. Drew, 'fhe fairy scene in the third Act was 
perfectly lovely, and the lyrics were everywhere beautifully 
given. The mounting of the play was excellent throughout. 


criticism of The Foresters which pleased my 
father most was in a letter addressed to Lady Martin 
Helen Faucit) by the eminent Shakespearian 
Mr. Horace Furness of Philadelphia, when the 
being performed in New York: '' 

dinner we went to see The Foresters. Mei^ 
^ different time, to be sure, but none too 
pr<3od ^ for human nature’s daily food ’’—live their idyllic 
h^c>re ;fo^u, and you feri that all is |^ood, very S^ood. 
®itrdSpHere is so real, and we fall into it |p * 
that, 'Americans though we be^4:hrough and through, 
Wn. listen with hearty assent to the choruf that There' 
like England,” and that “Theise are no wives 
wives,” Nay, come to think of it, that 
It was charming,.^gharmii^ froip beginning 
,,^d Miss Rehan acted to perfe^j^^. I had to 
the midnight train for home, artd during 
Y driving through the black night> 1, smoked 
teif. on the unalloyed charm of such a ^ramaf 
the popularity, too! It had bden ‘raihipg 
—si;j^, I think—aiid the theatre 
*;cupied. I do rfevel, I confess,,;^ "a" 

^t^tbere will always be a full re^^"^ 

«»d, and that the modern sens^k^al 
ue exponent. 
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THE FORESTERS, 


*6:90, (Act L Sc. iii.) To Sleep. First published in 
New Review^ 1S91, and set to music by 
my modier. (See Mile, Janotha’s edition 
of Lady ’ Tennyson’s songs, published by 
Novello;^ ' 

jS^.,3a7.,.iin:^ (Act ii. Sc. i.) wickentree^ mountain-'ash. 



327, ,A^f4i. Sc. ii. adjinem, • The whole stage lights 
are^ seen swinging on boughs 

Mjr fatW^aid'to Mr. Daly : “I don’t care 
for the Foresters as I Bechet and 

[ffqmld, ' Irving suggested the fairies in my 
^ Rohm Bopd, else I should not have dreamed 
tiep^hin^ oil Shakespeare’s ground in that 
^i.Thifin: Mng wrote to me that the play 
not ‘'^nsational ’ enough for an English 
it:' It';i$ a woodland play—a pastoral 
without‘ihepb^ds. 'The great stage-drama 
unHj^ mo^fof the drama of modem 
db h6t like the idea of every scene 
" beiiS^ jcfti^ed to end with a hangP About 
no land like England,” he added, 
ij. liat song when I was nineteen. It 

chofus a^^ the Frencl^and 
^at if you 


f^veit.” 

^(^^mend^d t>aly to look at 
^,etiyood Forest, which 
^bought In order that they might 
ie cdpied for the ^enei^.* 
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P* 345- (Act in. Sc. i.) torrents of eddying bark,.^ I 
heard my father first use these words abou'l 
the great trunks of the Spanish chestnuts in 
C 4 >wdray Park near MCidhtirst. He and I 
stayed in Sherwood P'orest in i88i, at the 
time when he was writing The Foresters, 


fiP- 3S4j 3S5- (Act III. Sc. i.) [In^ead thfe 

' scene between Robin and MariE^i,.tie^nnihg 
‘‘Honour to. thee, br^^e Marj^n^”.t0 “my 

will, aild inade ft thin^'^,nay fath^ had written 

in the first proof of the play the &llowin§. 
lih^iy'^swid charming sdehe, which cut ouf^ 
when Miss Mary Anderson was ta have 
Marian ^:— 

ROBIJf. 

Honour to thee, brave Marian, and thy K^e."’ 

I know them arrant knaves in ’Nottingham% 

Q|e half of this shall ,go thqse , tll^ 

V wrong’d, 

One half shall pass into our treasury. 


Marian.^ 


her has none with him. 





' inhere lies that' 

The Norma-n pre|afeK 

- .lSh« .fell ill anck 
tthe JFctresters and Tnt 
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THE FORESTERS. 


* . j "... Little John. 

f ^ where twelve 

s upright, nor. touch each other. ^ 

Robin. 


"Shair.^*^ beggars and these friars 

. r^e health of our new woodland Queen. 

2J, Ma 4 -jivV ■ Robin’s siwe«. 

tliou hast tfiumph’d as our 

it, have W,0t^ emtrace thee as our Que^ 


Marian {franticaliy). 

lovers are such summer 
*es, alwa.:^g bu^ at the face of your lady. 

•' „■ . Rosin. , • ■•■ 

'teieyf^ tha? fly fo the flower fhr 



l^RIAN. 

her soul, your heart her 
5«gjtts ^oifld ibe, h^her-winged in 



Forest when 
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Marian. 

True, Robin, thou art plump enough for my ro^bin, 
but thy face is too gaunt for a cherub’s, ^ 

Robin. 

Yet I would I were a winged cherub, that I might 
fly and hide myself in thy bosom, 

Marian. 

Ay, but, cherub, if thou flewest sd close ^is that, I* 
should fly like the maid in the heathen fable' when the - 
would-be god lost his nymph in the'wood. 

Robin. 

What was she ? 

Marian. 

I forget. The Maid Marian of these times belike 

And how did he lose her ? 

Marian. 

As many men lose many women ff they too ^ 
—as thou mayest lofee me hi'* this forest farhep 
herself into a laurel. 

Robin. 

I would have gathered the leaves, and made a crowrf 
of it. 

Marian. 

And the lafeel would have withered 
the nymph would have been dead to thee^for 
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Robin. 

r No no; I would have clasped and kissed, and 
Turned the dead wood till it broke again into living 


Marian. 

Well, well,,to tell love’s, truth, 1 sighed for a touch 
of thy lips a year ago, but the phenff has come between 
us. Is It not all over hoD^one like a deer that hath 
escaped from tbinq airow"? 

Robin. 

What deer, when I have’ marked him, ever escaped 
ftomm,nearrow? The Sheriff-over is it ? Wilt thou 
pve me thy hand upon that ? 


Rope: 





CROSSING THE BAR 





U- 

llU <fa Uun UM. >9vs. 

/}rt4^ %<* A. ^ ^ ^<4-» 
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